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The Adventures of the Cicons, Lotophagi, and 
Cyclops. 

LYSSES begins the relation of his adventures ; how 
after the deſtruction of Trey, he made an incurſion on 
the Cicons, by whom they were repals'd ; and meeting 
with a ſtorm, were driven to the coaſt of the Lotopha- 
gi. From thence they ſail'd to the land of the Cyclops, 
whoſe manners and ſituation are particularly characte- 
ris'd. The giant Polyphemus and his cave deſcrib'd ; 
the uſage Ulyſſes and his companions met there ; and 
laſtly, the method and artifice by which he eſcaped. 


HEN thus Ulyſſes. Thou, whom firſt in ſway 
As firſt in virtue, theſe thy realms obey! 
low ſweet the products of a peaceful reign? 
The heav'n-tavght poet, and enchanting ſtrain: 
The well-fill'd palace, the perpetual feaſt, 
land rejoicing, and a people bleſt. 
ow goodly ſeems it, ever to employ 
lan's ſocial days in union, and in joy? 
he plenteous board high-heap'd with cates divine, 
ind o'er the foaming bowl the laughing wine, 
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2 HOMER's ODYSSEY. IX. 17. 


Amid theſe joys, why ſeeks thy mind to know 

Th” unhappy ſeries of a wand'rer's woe? 

Remembrance ſad, whoſe image to review 

Alas! muſt open all my wounds anew. 

And oh, what firſt, what laſt ſhall I relate, 

Of woes unnumber'd ſent by heav'n and fate? 
Know firſt the man (tho? now a wretch diſtreſt) 

Who hopes thee, monarch ! for his future gueſt, 

Behold Ulyſſes! no ignoble name, 

Earth ſounds my wiſdom, and high heav'n my fame. 

My native ſoil is Ithaca the fair, 

Where high Neritus waves his woods in air : 

Dulichium, Same, and Zacynthus crown'd 

With ſhady mountains, ſpread their iſles around. 

(Theſe to the north and night's dark regions run, 

Thoſe to Aurora and the riſing ſun.) 

Low lies our iſle, yet bleſt in fruitful ſtores; 

Strong are her ſons, tho” rocky are her ſhores ; 


And none, ah none ſo lovely to my ſight, 


Of all the lands that heav'n o'erſpreals with light! 
In vain Calypſo long eonſtrain'd my ſtay, 
With ſweet, reluctant, amorous delay; 
With all her charms as vainly Circe ſtrove, 
And added magic, to ſecure my love. 
In pomps or joys, the palace or the grott 
My country's image never was forgot, 
My abſent parents roſe before my ſight, 
And diſtant lay contentment and delight. 
Hear then the woes which mighty Jove ordain'd 
To wait my paſſage from the Trojan land. 
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The winds from Illion to the Cicons? ſhore, 

Beneath cold Iſmarus, our veſſels bore, 

Me boldly landed on the hoſtile place, 

And ſack'd the city, and deſtroy'd the race, 

Their wives made captive, their poſſeſſions ſhar'd, 

ind ev'ry ſoldier found a like reward, 

then advis'd to fly, not ſo the reſt, 

ho (tay'd to revel, and prolong the feaſt: 

he fatted ſheep and ſable bulls they lay, 

And bowls flow round, and riot waſtes the day. 

can-time the Cicons, to their holds retir'd, 

all on the Cicons, with new fury fir'd ; 

Vith early morn the gather'd country ſwarms, 

\nd all the continent is bright with arms: 

hick, as the budding leaves or riſing flow'rs 

O'erſpread the land, when ſpring deſcends in ſhow'rs: 

Ill expert ſoldiers, {kill'd on foot to dare, 

Or from the bounding courſer urge the war. 

ow fortune changes (fo the fates ordain) 
Our hour was come, to taſte our ſhare of pain, 
Cloſe at the ſhips the bloody fight began, 

E Wounded they wound, and man expires on man. 
Long as the morning ſun increaſing bright 
O'er heav'n's pure azure ſpread the growing light, 
Promiſcuous death the form of war confounds, 
Each adverſe battel gor'd with equal wounds: 
But when his ev'ning wheels o'erhung the main, 
Then conqueſt crown'd the fierce Ciconian train. 
Six brave companions from each ſhip we loſt, 
The reſt eſcape in haſte, and quit the coaſt, 
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4 Hou ER Ss ODYSSEY. IX. 57. 


With ſails outſpread we fly th? unequal ſtrife, 

Sad for their loſs, but joyful of our life. 

Yet as we fled, our fellows rites we pay'd, 

And thrice we ca!l'd on each unhappy ſhade. 
Mean- while the God whoſe hand the thunder forms, 

Drives clouds on clouds, and blackens heav'n with ſtorms; 

Wide o'er the waſte the rage of Boreas ſweeps, 01 

And night ruſh'd headlong on the ſhaded deeps. 

Now here, now there, the giddy ſhips are born, 

And all the rattling ſhrowds in fragments torn. 

We furl'd the ſail, we ply'd the lab'ring oar, 

Took down our maſts, and row'd our ſhips to ſhore, 

Two tedious days and two long nights we lay, 

O'erwatch'd and batter'd in the naked bay. 

But the third morning when Aurora brings, 

We rear the maſts, we ſpread the canvas wings ; 

Refreſh'd, and careleſs on the deck reclin'd, 

We ſit, and truſt the pilot and the wind. . 

Then to my native country had I fail'd; 

But, the cape doubled, adverſe winds prevail'd. 

Strong was the tyde, which by the northern * 

| J mpell'd, our veſſels on Cytherea caſt. 

4 Nine days our fleet th” uncertain tempeſt bor e 

Far in wide ocean, and from fight of ſhore : 

[1 The tenth we touch'd, by various errors toſt, 

| The land of Lotos, and the flow'ry coaſt. 

We climb'd the beach, and ſprings of water found, 

| Then ſpread our haſty banquet on the ground. 

| Three men were ſeit, deputed from the crew, 

(An herald one) the dubious coaſt to view, 
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Ind learn what habitants poſſeſt the place. 
hey went, and found a hoſpitable race: 
Not prone to ill, nor ſtrange to foreign gueſt, 
hey eat, they drink, and nature gives the feaſt; 
rms, The trees around them all their food produce, 
rms: Lotos the name, divine, nectareous juice! 
(rhence call'd Lotophagi) which whoſo taſtes, 
Inſatiate riots in the ſweet repaſts, 
Nor other home nor other care intends, 
But quits his houſe, his country, and his friends: 
The three we ſent, from off th' inchanting ground 
. We dragg'd reluctant, and by force we bound: 
Ihe reſt in haſte forſook the pleaſing ſhore, 
Or, the charm taſted, had return'd no more. 
Now plac'd in order, on their banks they ſweep 
The ſea's ſmooth face, and cleave the hoary deep; 
With heavy hearts we labour thro? the tyde, 
To coaſts unknown, and occans yet untry'd. 
The land of Cyclops firſt; a ſavage kind, 
Nor tam'd by manners, nor by laws confin'd: 
Untaught to plant, to turn the glebe and ſow, 
They all their products to free nature owe. 
The ſoil untill'd a ready harvelt yields, 
With wheat and barley wave the golden fields, 
Spontaneous wines from weighty cluſters pour, 
And Jove deſcends in each prolific ſhow'r. 
By theſe no ſtatutes and no rights are known, 
No council held, no monarch fills the throne, 
But high on hills or airy cliffs they dwell, 
Or deep in caves whoſe entrance leads to hell. 
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Each rules his race, his neighbour not his care, 
Hecdleſs of others, to his own ſevere. 

Oppos'd to the Cyclopian coaſts, there lay 
An ifle, whoſe hills their ſubject fields ſurvey ; 
Its name Lachaea, crown'd with many a grove, 
Where ſavage goats thro” pathleſs thickets rove: 
No needy mortals here, with hunger bold, 

Or wretched hunters thro” the wint'ry cold 
Purſue their flight, but leave them ſafe to bound 
From hill to hill, o'er all the deſart ground. 
Nor knows the ſoil to feed the fleecy care, 

Or feels the labours of the crooked (hare, 

But uninhabited, untill'd, unſown : 

It lies, and breeds the bleating goat alone. 

For there no veſſel with vermilion prore, 

Or bark of traffic, glides from ſhore to ſhore ; 
The rugged race of ſavages, unſkill'd 

The ſeas to traverſe, or the ſhips to build, 

Gaze on the coaſt, nor cultivate the ſoil, 
Unlearn'd in all th' induſtrious arts of toil. 

Yet here all products and all plants abound, 
Sprung from the fruitful genius of the ground; 
Fields waving high with heavy crops are ſeen, 
And viues that flouriſh in eternal green, 
Refreſhing meads along the murm'ring main, 
And fountains ſtreaming down the fruitful plain. 
A port there is, inclos'd on cither fide, 
Where ſhips may reſt, unanchor'd, and unty'd; 
* Till the glad mariners incline to fail, 

And the ſea whitens with the riſing gale. 
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ich at its head, from out the cavern'd rock 

n living rills a guſhing fountain broke: 

round it, and above, for ever green 

The buſhing alders form'd a ſhady ſcene. 

ither ſome fav'ring God, beyond our thought, 
Thro' all-ſarrounding-.ſhade our navy brought; 
or gloomy night deſcended on the main, 

or glimmer'd Phoebe in th” etherial plain: 

But all unſeen the clouded iſland lay, 

und all unſeen the ſurge and rolling ſea, 

Till ſafe we anchor'd in the ſhelter'd bay: 

ur ſails we gather d, caſt our cables o'er, 

\nd ſlept ſecure along the ſandy ſhore, 

Soon as again the roſy morning ſhone, 

Reveal'd the landſcape and the ſcene unknown, 
Vith wonder ſeiz'd we view the pleaſing ground, 
\nd walk delighted, and expatiate round. 
Rous'd by the woodland nymphs, at early dawn, 
he mountain goats came bounding o'er the lawn: 
In haſte our fellows to the ſhips repair, 

For arms and weapons of the ſilvan war; 

Strait in three ſquadrons all our crew we part, 
and bend the bow, or wing the miſſile dart; 

he bounteous Gods afford a copious prey, 

\nd nine fat goats each veſſel bears away: 

he royal bark had ten. Our ſhips compleat 

Ve thus ſupply'd, (for twelve were all the fleet.) 
Here, till the ſetting ſun roll'd down the light, 
Ve ſate indulging in the genial rite: 

Nor wines were wanting ; thoſe from ample jars 
de drain'd, the prize of our Ciconian wars, 
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The land of Cyclops lay in proſpect near; 
The voice of goats and bleating flocks we hear, 
And from their mountains riſing ſmokes appear. 
Now ſunk the ſun, and darkneſs cover'd o'er 
- The face of things: along che ſea- beat ſhore 
Satiate we ſlept : but when the ſacred dawn 
Ariſing glitter'd o'cr the dewy lawn, 
] call'd my fellows, and thete words addreſt. 
My dcar afſ.ciates, here indulge your reſt: 
While, with my ſingle ſhip, adventurous I 
Go forth, the manners of yon men to try; 
Whether a race unjuſt, of barb'rcus might, 
Rude, and unconſcious of a ſtranger's right; 
Or ſuch who harbour pity in their breaſt, 
Revere the Gods, and ſuccour the diſtreſt ? 

T his faid, I climb'd my veſſel's lofty fade; 
My train obey'd me and the ſhip unty'd. 
In order ſeated on their banks, they ſweep 
Neptune's ſmooth face, and cleave the yielding deep. 
When to the neareſt verge of land we drew, 
Faſt by the fea a lonely cave we view, 
High, and with dark'ning lawrels cover'd o'er; 
Where ſheep and goats lay flumb'ring round the ſhore, 
Near this, a fence of marble from the rock, 
Brown with o'er-arching pine, and ſpreading oak, 
A giant-ſhepherd here his flock maintains 
Far from the reſt, and ſolitary reigns, 
In ſhclter thick of horrid ſhade reclin'd; 
And gloomy miſchiefs labour in his mind. 
A form enormous! far unlike the race 
Of human birth, in ſtature, or in face; 
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s ſome lone mountain's monſtrous growth he ſtood, 
rown'd with rough thickets, and a nodding wood. 
left my veſſel at the point of land, | 
und cloſe to guard it, gave our crew command: 
ith only twelve, the boldeſt and the beſt, 
ſcek th* adventure, and forſake the reſt. 


Then took a goatſkin fill'd with precious wine, : 


he gift of Maron, of Evantheus' line, 

The prieſt of Phocbus at th' Iſmarian ſhrine) 
n ſacred ſhade his honoutr d manſion ſtood 

midſt Apollo's conſecrated wood; 

im, and his houſe, heav'n mov'd my mind to ſave, 
nd coſtly preſents in return he gave; | 
er'n golden talents to perfection wronght, 

\ ſilver bowl that held a copious draught, 

Ind twelve large veſſels of unmingled wine, 
lellifuous, undecaying, and divine! 

Vhich now ſome ages from his race eonceal d, 
he hoary fire in gratitude reveal'd. 


P. Mich was the wine: to quench whoſe fervent ſteam, 
carce twenty meaſures from the living ſtream 
o cool one cup ſaffic'd: the goblet crown'd 

a reath'd aromatic fragrancies around. 


If this an ample vaſe we heav'd a- board, 

nd brought another with proviſions ſtor d. 

ly ſoul foreboded I ſhould find the bow'r 

o ſome fell monſter, fierce with barb'rous pow'r, 
dme ruſtic wretch, who liv'd in heav'n's deſpight, 
ontemning laws, and trampling on the right, 

he cave we found, but vacant all within, 

His flock the giant tended on the green) 

VoL, II. B 
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The land of Cyclops lay in proſpect near; 
The voice of goats and bleating flocks we hear, 
And from th. ir mountains riſing ſmokes appear, 
Now ſunk the ſun, and darknets cover'd o'er 
The face of things: along che ſea- beat ſhore 
Sat iate we ſlept: but when the ſacred daun 
Ariſing glitter d o'cr the dewy lawn, 
] cal!'4 my feilows, and theie words addreſt. 
My dJcar atſ ciat-s, here indulge your reſt: 
While, with my fingle ſhip, adventurous I 
Go torch, the manners of yon men to try; 
Whether a race unjuſt, of barb'rcus might, 
Rude, and unconicious of a ſtranger's right; 
Or ſuch vho harbour pity in their breaſt, 
Revere the Gods, and ſuccour the diſtreſt? 

T his ſaid, I climb'd my veſſcl's Jofty fide; 
My train obey'd me and the ſhip unty'd. 
In order ſeated on their banks, they ſweep 
Neptune's ſmooth face, and cleave the yielding deep. 
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Faſt by the fea a lonely cave we view, 

Iligh, and with dark'ning lawrels cover'd o'er; 
Where ſheep and goats lay ſſumb'ring round the ſhore, 
Near this, a fence of marble from the rock, 
Frown with o'cr. arching pine, and ſpreading oak, 
A giznt-ſhepherd here his flock maintains 

Far from the reſt, and ſolitary reigns, 

In ſhclter thick of horrid ſhade reclin'd; 

And gloomy miſchiefs labour in his mind. 

A form enormous! far unlike the race His 
Of human birth, in ſtature, or in face; 


HOMER's ODYSSEY. IX. 223. 9 


5s ſome lone mountain's monſtrous growth he ſtood, 
rown'd with rough thickets, and a nodding wood. 
left my veſſel at the point of land, 
nd cloſe to guard it, gave our crew command: 
ith only twelve, the boldeſt and the beſt, 
ſcek th' adventure, and forſake the reſt. 
T hen took a goatſkin fill'd with precious wine, 5 


The gift of Maron, of Evantheus“ line, 
The prieſt of Phoebus at th' Iſmarian ſhrine) 
n ſacred ſhade his honour'd manſion ſtood 
\ midſt Apollo's conſecrated wood; 
im, and his houſe, heav'n mov'd my mind to ſave, 
nd coſtly preſents in return he gave ; 
cv'n golden talents to perfection wrought, 
ſilver bowl that held a copious draught, 
und twelve large veſſels of unmingled wine, 
lellifluous, undecaying, and divine! 
\hick now ſome ages from his race conceal'd, 
he hoary fire in gratitude reveal'd. 


r. Mach was the wine: to quench whoſe fervent ſteam, 
carce twenty meaſures from the living ſtream 
o cool one cup ſaffic'd: the goblet crown'd 

3 reath'd aromatic fragrancies around. 


this an ample vaſe we heav'd a-board, 

nd brought another with proviſions ſtor'd, 

ly ſoul foreboded I ſhould find the bow'r 

t ſome fell monſter, fierce with barb'rous pow'r, 
ome ruſtic wretch, who liv'd in heav'n's deſpight, 
ontemning laws, and trampling on the right, 

he cave we found, but vacant all within, 

ts flock the giant tended on the green) 
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But round the grott we-gaze, and all we view 
In order rang'd, our admiration drew : 

The bending ſhelves with loads of cheeſes preſt, 
The folded flocks each ſep'rate from the reſt, 


hen, 
o th 


Care 


(The larger here, and there the leſſer lambs, | ae u 
The new-fall'n young here bleating for their dams; IM © 
The kid diſtinguiſh'd from the lambkin lies:) nd 
The cavern ecchoes with reſponſive cries. Ft a 
Capacious chargers all around were lay'd, FT 
Full pails, and veſſels of the milking trade. * 
With freſh proviſion hence our fleet to ſtore | N 
My friends adviſe me, and to quit the ſhore; 48 
Or drive a flock of ſheep and goats away, 5 
Conſult our ſafety, and put off to ſea. a . 
Their wholeſome counſel raſhly I declin'd, A | 
Curious to view the man of monſtrous kind, ; 0 
And try what ſocial rites a ſavage lends: 1 
Dire rites alas! and fatal to my friends! . 
Then firſt a fire we kindle, and prepare 8 A 
For his return with ſacrifice and prayer. 45 
The loaden ſhelves afford us full repaſt; 1. 
We ſit expecting. Lo! he comes at laſt. | J 1 
Near half a foreſt on his back he bore, 1 , 
And caſt the pond'rous burden at the door. Zn 
It thunder'd as it fell. We trembled then, 101 
And ſought the deep receſſes of the den. 5 
Now driv'n before him, thro” the arching rock, 11 1. 
Came tumbling, heaps on heaps, th' unnumber'd flock 1 
Big-udder'd ewes, and goats of female kind, wh 
(The males were penn'd in outward courts behind) WF. 4 


ride: 
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hen, heav'd on high, a rock's enormous weight 
o the cave's mouth he roll'd, and clos'd the gate. 
carce twenty four-wheel'd cars, compact and ſtrong, 
ne maſſy load cou'd bear, or roll along) 
e next betakes him to his evening cares, 

nd fitting down, to milk his flocks prepares; 
df half their udders eaſes firſt the dams, 

hen to the mother's teat ſubmits the lambs. 

alf the white ſtream to hard'ning cheeſe he preſt, 
und high in wicker baſkets heap'd : the reſt 

elerv'd in bowls, ſupply'd his nightly feaſt, 

lis labour done, he fir'd the pile that gave 

ſudden blaze, and lighted all the cave: 

e ſtand diſcover'd by the riſing fires; 
\kance the giant glares, and thus enquires. 

Vhat are ye, gueſts? on what adventure, ſay, 

Thus far ye wander thro? the wat'ry way? 
rates perhaps, who ſeek thro” ſeas unknown - 
The tives of others, and expoſe your own? 
His voice like thunder thro? the cavern ſounds: 
iy bold companions thrilling Fear confounds, 
\ppall'd at fight of more than mortal man! 
length, with heart recover'd, I began. 

From Troy's fam'd fields, ſad wand'rers o'er the main, 
chold the relicks of the Grecian train! 
bro? various ſeas by various perils tot, 
4+ forc'd by ſtorms, unwilling, on your coaſt; 
Far from our deſtin'd courſe, and native land, 
uh was our fate, and ſuch high Jove's command! 
Nor what we are befits us to diſclaim, 
ads friends, (in arms a mighty name) 
T B 2 
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Who taught proud Troy and all her ſons to bow, 
Victors of late, but humble ſuppliants now! 

Low at thy knee thy ſuccour we implore; 
Reſpect us, human, and relieve us, poor, 

At icaſt ſome hofpitable gift beſtow ; 

*Tis what the happy to th' unhappy owe: 

TTis what the Gods require: thoſe Gods revere, 
The poor and ſtranger are their conſtant care; 

To Jove their cauſe, and their revenge belongs, 
He wanders: with them, and he feels their wrongs. 
Fools that ye are! (the ſavage thus replics, 

His inward fury blazing at his eyes) 

Or ſtrangers, diſtant far from our abodcs, 

To bid me rev'rence or regard the Gods. 

Know then we Cyclops are, a race above 

Thoſe air-bred people, and their goat-nurs'd Jove : 

And learn, our pow'r proceeds with thee and thiue, 

Not as he wills, but as ourſelves incline. 

But anſwer, the good ſhip that brought ye o'er, 

Where lies ſhe anchor'd? near, or off the ſhore? 
Thus he. His meditated fraud I find, 

(Vers'd in the turns of various humavkind) 

And cautious, thus. Apainſt a dreadful rock, 

Faſt by your ſhore the gallant veſſel broke, 

Scarce with theſe few I *ſcap'd; of all my train, 

Whom angry Neptune whelm'd beneath the main; 

The ſcatter'd wreck the winds blew back again. 
He anſwer'd with his deed, His bloody hand 

Snatch'd two, unhappy! of my martial band; 

And daih'd like dogs againſt the ſtony floor: 

Ide payement (wins with brains and mingled gore. 
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orn limb from limb, he ſpreads his horrid feaſt, 

And ficrce devours it like a mountain beaſt : 

He ſucks the marrow, and the blood he drains, 

Nor entrails, fleſh, nor ſolid bone remains. 

Ve ſce the death from which we cannot move, 

nd humbled groan beneath the band of Jove. 

His ample maw with human carnage fill'd, 

\ milky Jcluge next the giant ſwill'd; 

Then itretch'd in length o'er halt the cavern'd rock, 

Lay ſenſeleſs, and ſupine, amidſt the flock, 

o ſeize the time, and with a ſudden wound 

0 tix the tlumb'ring monſter to the ground, 

My foul impels me; and in act I ſtand 

o draw the ſword; but wiſdom held my hand. 

A deed to rath had finiſh'd all our fate, 

No mortal forces trom the lofty gate 

ould roll the rock. In hopelets grief we lay, 

ind ſigh, expecting the return of day. 

Now did the roſy finger'd morn arile, 

nd ſhed her ſacred light along the ſkies. 

He wakes, he lights the fire, he milks the dams, 

ind to the mother's teat ſubmits the lambs. 

he taſk thus finiſh'd of his morning hours, 

wo more he ſnatches, murders, and devours. 
hen pleas'd and whiſtling, drives his flock before; 
emoves the rocky mountain from the door, 

and ſhuts again; with equal caſe diſpos'd, 

a light quiver's lid is op'd and clos'd. 

lis giant voice the ecchoing region fills: 

lis flucks, obedient, ſpread o'er all the liills, 
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Thus left behind, ev'n in the laſt deſpair 
I thought, devis'd, and Pallas heard my prayer. 


Revenge, and doubt, and caution, work'd my breaſt ; 


But this of many counſels ſeem'd the beſt: 

The monſter's club within the cave I ſpy'd, 

A tree of ſtatclieſt growth, and yet undry'd, 
Green from the wood; of height and bulk ſo vaſt 
The largeſt ſhip might claim it for a malt. 

This ſhorcen'd of its top. | gave my train 

A fathom's length, to ſhape it and to plain; 


The narrow'r end i ſharpen d to a ſpire; 


W hoſe point we harden'd with the force of fire, 
And hid it in the duſt that ſtrow'd the cave. 


Then to my few companions, bold and brave, 


Tropos'd, who firſt the vent'rous dced ſhould try? 
In the broad orbit of his monſtrous cye 

To plunge the brand, and twirl the pointed wood; 
When ſlumber next ſhould tame the man of blood. 
Juſt as sin d, the lots were caſt on four; 
Myſelt the fitth. We Nand, and wait the hour. 
He comes with evening: all his fleecy flock 


Before him march, and pour into the rock: 


Not one, or male or female, ſtay'd behind; 

{So fortune chanc'd, or fo ſome God deſign'd) 
Then heaving high the ſtone's unwicldy weight, 
Ve ro!!'d it on the cave, and clos'd the gate. 
Firſt down he ſis, to milk the woolly dams, 
And then permits the udder to the lambs, 


Next ſciz'd two wretches more, and headlong caſt, 


Bxain'd on the rock; his ſecond dire repaſt. 
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hen approach'd him reeking with their gore, 
1d held the brimming goblet foaming o'er: 
clop! ſince human fleih has been thy feaſt, 

ow drain this goblet, potent to digeſt: 

now hence what treaſures in our ſhip we loſt, 
nd what rich liquors other climates boaſt. 

'e to thy ſhure the precions freight ſhall bear,. 
home thou fend us, and vouchſafe to ſpare. 
ut oh! thus furious thirſting thus for gore, 

he ſons of men ſhall ne'er approach thy ſhore, 
ad never ſhalt thou taſte this near more. 

He heard, he took, and pouring down his throat 
clipghted ſwill'd the large luxurious draught. 
lore! give me more, he cry'd : the boon be thine, 
hoc er thou art that bear'ſt celeſtial wine! 
declare thy name; not mortal is this juice, 
uch as th? unbleſt Cycoplean climes produce, 
[ho? ſure our vine the largeſt cluſter yields, 
nd Jove's ſcorn'd thunder ſerves to drench our fields) 
put this deſcended from the beſt abodes, 
rill of nectar, ſtreaming from the Gods. 

He ſaid, and greedy graſp'd the heady bowl, 
brice drain'd, and pour'd the deluge on his ſoul, 
is tenſe lay cover'd with the dozy fume; 

nile thus my fraudful ſpeech I reatſume. 

by promis'd boon, O Cyclop! now I claim, 

nd plead my title: Noman is my name. 

y that diſtinguiſh'd from my tender years, 

is what my parents call me, and my peers. 

The giant then. Our promis'd grace receive, 
is oſpitable boon we mean to give: 
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| When all thy wretched crew have felt my pow'r, 
Noman ſhall be the laſt I will devour. 
He faid ; then nodding with the fumes of wine 
Dropt his huge head, and ſnoring lay ſupine. 
His neck obliquely o er his ſhoulder hung, 


Preſt with the weight of fleep that tames the ſtrong! 
There belcht the mingled (teams of wine and blood, 


And human fleſh. his indigeſted food. 

Sudden I ſtir the embers, and inſpire 

Wich animating breath the ſeeds of fre; 

Zach drooping ſpirit with bold words repair, 
And urge my train the dreadful deed to dare. 
The ſtake now g10v'd bencath the burning bed 
(Green as it was) and fparkled fiery red. 

Then forth the vengeful inſtrument bring; 
With beating hearts my tuilows form a ting. 
Urg'd by ſome preſent God, they {witt let fall 
The pointed torment on his viſual ball. 

Myſelf above them from a riſing ground 

Guide the ſharp ſtake, and twirl it round and round. 
As when a ſhipwright ſtands his workmen o'er, 
Who plye the wimble, ſome huge beam to bore; 
Urg'd on all hands it nimbly ſpins about, 

The grain deep-piercing till it ſcoops it out: 

In his broad eye ſo whirls the fiery wood; 

From the pierc'd pupil ſpouts the boiling blood; 
Sing'd are his brows ; the ſcorching lids grow black; 
The gelly bubbles, and the fibres crack. 

And as when arm'rers temper in the ford 

The kegn-edg'd pole axe, or che ſhining ſword, 
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he red-hot metal hiſſes in the lake, 

hus in his eye-ball hiſs'd the plunging ſake, 
ie ſends a dreadful groan : the rocks around 
hro' all their inmoſt-winding caves reſound. 
card we receded. Forth, with frantic hand 
tore, and da(h'd on earth the goary brand: 
hen calls the Cyclops, all that round him dwell, 
Vith voice like thunder, and a direful yell. 
rom all their dens the one-ey'd race repair, 
rom rifted rocks, and mountains bleak in air. 
All haſte aſſembled, at his well-known roar, 
nquire the cauſe, and croud the cavern door. 

What hurts thee, Polypheme? what ſtrange affright 
Thus breaks our flumbers, and diſturbs the niglit? 
Does any mortal in th' unguarded hour 
f ſlzep, oppteſs thee, or by fraud or pow'r? 

Ir thieves inſidious thy fair flock ſurprize? 

Thus they: the Cyc!op from his den replies; 
Friends, Noman kills me; Noman in the hour 
)f ecp, oppreſſes me with fraudful.pow'r. 

If no man hurt thee, but the hand divine 

' Inflit diſcaſe, it fits thee to reſign : 

To ſove or to thy father Neptune pray.” 

The brethren cry'd, and inſtant ſtrode away. 

Joy touch'd my ſecret foul, and conſcious heart, 
ieas'd with th' effect of conduct and of art. 
lean time the Cyclop, raging with his wound, 
breads his wide arms, and ſearches round and round: 
it laſt, the ſtone removing from the gate, | 
Vith hands extended in the midſt he ſate; 
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And ſearch'd each paſſing ſheep, and felt it o'er, 


Secure to ſeize us ere we reach'd the door. 

{Such as his ſhallow wit, he deem'd was mine) 

But ſecret I revoly'd the deep deſign : 

Tas for our lives my lab'ring boſom wrought; 
Each ſcheme I turn'd, and ſharpen'd every thought; 
This way and that, I-caſt to fave my friends, 

Till one reſolve my varying counſel ends. 

Strong were the rams, with native purple fair, 
Well fed, and largeſt of the fleecy care. 

Theſe three and three, with oſier bands we ty'd, 
(The tw ining bands the Cyclops” bed ſupply d) 
The midmoſt bore a man; the outward two 
Secur'd each fide: ſo bound we all the crew. 
One ram remain'd, the leader of the flock ; 

In his deep fleece my graſping hands I lock, 
And faft beneath, in woolly curls inwove, 
There cling implicite, and confide in Jove. 
When roſy morning glimmer'd o'er the dales, 
He drove to paſture all the luſty males: 

The ewes {till folded, with diſtended thighs 
Unmilk'd, lay bleating in diſtreſsful cries. 

But heedleſs of thoſe cares, with anguiſh ſtung, 
He felt their fleeces as they paſs'd along. 

(Fool that he was) ard let them ſately go, 

All unſuſpecting of their freight below. 

The maſter ram at laſt approach'd the gate, 
Charg'd with his wool, and with Ulyſſes fate. 
Him while he pait the monſter blind beſpoke: 
What makes my ram the Jay of all the flock? 
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irſt thou wert wont to crop the flow'ry mead, 

irſt to the field and river's bank to lead, 

Ind firſt with ſtately ſtep at evening hour 

hy fleecy fellows uſher to their bow'r. Tu 

ow far the laſt, with penſive pace and flow 

10u mov'ſt, as conſcious of thy maſter's woe! 

ce(t thou theſe lids that now unfold in vain ? 

The deed of Noman and his wicked train) 

Dh! didſt thou feel for thy afflicted lord, 

ind wou'd but fate the pow'r of ſpeech afford; 

zoon might'ſt thou tell me, where in ſecret here 

he daſtard lurks, all trembling with his fear: 

wang round and round, and daſh'd from rock to rock, 

lis batter'd brains ſhou'd on the pavement ſmoke, 

(0 eaſe, no pleaſure my ſad heart receives, 

Vhile ſuch a monſter as vile Noman lives. 

The giant ſpoke, and thro” the hollow rock 

Diſmiſs'd the ram, the father of the flock. 

No ſooner freed, and thro? th” encloſure paſt, 

Firſt I releaſe myſelf, my fellows laſt : 

Fat (heep and goats in throngs we drive before, 

And reach our veſſel on the winding ſhore. 

Vith joy the ſailors view their friends return'd, 

ind hail us living whom as dead they mourn'd, 

ig tears of tranſport ſtand in ev'ry eye: 

check their fondneſs, and command to fly. 

board in haſte they heave the wealthy ſheep, 

ind ſnatch their oars, and ruſh into the deep. 
Now off at ſea, and from the ſhallows clear, 

5 far as human voice cou'd reach the car; 
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With taunts the diſtant giant I accoſt, 
Hear me, oh Cyclop! hear ungracious hoſt! 
*T'was on no coward, no ignoble ſlave, 


Thou meditat'it thy meal in yonder cave; 


But one, the vengeance fated from above 

Doom'd to inflict; the inſtrument of Jove. 

Thy barb'rous breach of hoſpitable bands, 

The God, the God revenges by my hands. 

Theſe words the Cyclops' burning rage provoke: 

From the tall hill he rends a pointed rock ; 

High o'er the billows flew the maſſy load, 

And near the ſhip came thund'ring on the flood. 


It almoſt bruſh'd the helm, and fell before: 


The whole ſea ſhook, and refluent beat the ſhore. 

The ſtrong concuſſion on the heaving tide 

Roll'd back the veſſel to the iſland's fide: 

Again I ſhov'd her off; our fate to fly, 

Each nerve we ſtretch, and ev'ry oar we ply. 

Ju{t 'ſcap'd impending death, when now again 

We twice as far had furrow'd back the main, 

Once more I raiſe my voice; my friends afraid 

With mild entreaties my deſign diſſuade, 

What boots the god leſs giant to provoke ? 

Whoſe arm may ſink us at a ſingle ſtroke, 

Already, when the dreadful rock he threw, 

Old ocean ſhook, and back his ſurges flew. 

Thy ſounding voice directs his aim again; 

The rock o'crwhelms us, and we 'ſcap'd in vain, 
But I, of mind elate, and ſcorning fear, 

Thus with new taunts inſult the monſter's ear. 
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iclop! if any, pity ing thy diſgrace, 
who disfigur'd thus that eye-leſs face? 

y 'twas Ulyſſes; 'twas his deed, declare, 
aertes? ſon, of Ithaca the fair; 
lyſſes, far in fighting fields renown'd, 

fore whoſe arm Troy tumbled to the ground, 

Th' aſtoniſht ſavage with a roar replies: 

h heav'ns! oh faith of ancient prophecies ! 
: his, Telemus Eurymedes foretold, 
The mighty ſeer who on theſe hills grew old; 
kill'd the dark fates of mortals to declare, 
nd learn'd in all wing'd omens of the air) 
ong ſince he menac'd, ſuch was fate's command; 
nd nam'd Ulyſſes as the deſtin'd hand. 
deem'd ſome god-like giant to behold, 
dr lofty hero, haughty, brave, and bold; 

ot this weak pigmy-wretch, of mean deſign, 
ho not by ſtrength ſubdu'd me, but by wine, 
put come, accept our gifts, and join to pray 
reat Neptune's bleſſing on the wat'ry way: 
or his I am, and 1 the lincage own; 

Th' immortal father no leſs boaſts the ſon. 

ls pow'r can heal me, and re- light my eye; 
ind only his, of all the Gods on high. 

O! could this arm (I thus aloud rejoin'd) 
rom that vaſt bulk diſlodge thy bloody mind, 
ind ſend thee howling to the realms of night! 

U ſure, as Neptune cannot give thee ſight. 

Thus I: while raging he repeats his cries, 
"th hands uplifted to the ſtarry ſkies, 
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Hear me, oh Neptune! thou whoſe arms are hurl'd 
From ſhore to ſhore, and gird the ſolid world. 
If thine I am, nor thou my birth diſown, 


And if th' unhappy Cyclop be thy ſon; pic! 
Let not Ulyſſes” breathe his native air, ill e 
Laertes' ſcn, of Ithaca the fair. Neetch 
If to review his country be his fate, ill ri 
Be it thro” toils and ſuff' rings, long and late; hen 
His loſt companions let him firſt deplore; 

Some veſſel, not his own, tranſport him o'er ; ow r 
And when at home from foreign ſuff rings freed, ith | 
More near and deep, domeſtic woes ſucceed! ind t 

With imprecatious thus he fill'd the air, ad f 


And angry Neptune heard th' unrighteous pray'r. 
A larger rock then heaving from the plain, 

He whirl'd it round: it ſung acroſs the main : 

It fell, and bruſh'd the (tern: the billows roar, 
Shake at the weight, and refluent beat the ſhore. 
With ail our force we kept aloof to ſea, 

And gain'd the iſland where our veſſels lay. 

Our ſight the whole- collected navy chear'd, 
Who, waiting long, by turns had hop'd and fear'd. 
There diſembarking on the green ſea-ſide, 

We land our cattle, and the ſpoil divide: 

Of theſe due ſhares to ev'ry ſailor fall; 

The waſter ram was voted mine by all: 

And him (the guardian of Ulyſſes fate) 

With pious mind to heav'n I conſecrate. 

But the great God, whoſe thunder rends the {kies, 
Averſe, bcholds the ſmoaking ſacrifice; 
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nd ſees me wand'ring ſtill from coaſt to coaſt ; 
id all my veſſels, all my people, loſt! 

While thoughtleſs we indulge the genial rite, 
s plenteous cates and flowing bowls invite; 
ill ev'ning Phoebus roll'd away the light: 
etch d on the ſhore in careleſs eaſe we reſt, 
ill ruddy morning purpled o'er the eaſt. 
hen from our anchors all our ſhips unbind, 
nd mount the decks, and call the willing wind. 
ow rang'd in order on our banks, we ſweep 
ith haſty ſtrokes the hoarſe-reſounding deep; 
ind to the future, penſive with our fears, 
lad for the living, for the dead in tears, 
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Adventures with Zolus, the Leſtrigons, and Ciree. 


LYSSES arrives at the iſland of olus, who gives ' 
him proſperous winds, and incloſes the adverſe ones in 
a bag, which bis companions untying, they are driven 
3 back again, and rejected. Then they ſail to the Leſtri- 
Fons, where they loſe eleven ſhips, and with one only 
remaining, proceed to the iſland of Circe. Eurylochus 
is ſent firſt with ſome companions, all which, except 
Eurylechus, are transformed into ſwine. Ulyſſes then 
undertakes the adventure, and by the help of Mercury, 
| who gives him the herb Moly, overcomes the enchaut- 
reſs, and procures the reſtoration of his men. After a 
year's ſtay with her, he prepares at her inſtigation for 
his voyage to the infernal ſhades, 


I length we reach'd Zolia's ſea-girt ſhore, 
Where great Hippotades the ſceptre bore, 
floating iſle! high-rais'd by toil divine, 
ong walls of braſs the rocky coaſt confine. 
blooming youths, in private grandeur bred, 
IK ix fair daughters, grac'd the royal bed: 
C 3 
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Theſe ſons their ſiſters wed, and all remain, 

Their parent's pride, and pleaſure of their reign. 

All day they feaſt, all day the bowls flow round, 

And joy and muſic thro? the iſle reſound: 

At night each pair on ſplendid carpets lay, 

And crown'd with love the pleaſures of the day. 
This port affords our wand'ring fleet 

A month's reception, and a ſafe retreat. 

Full oft' the monarch urg'd me to relate 

The fall of Ilion, and the Grecian fate; 

Full oft” I told: at length for parting mov'd; 

The king with mighty gifts my ſuit approv'd. 

The adverſe winds in leathern bags he brac'd, 


Compreſs'd their force, and lock'd each ſtruggling blaſt 


For him the mighty ſire of Gods afſign'd 

The tempeſt's lord, the tyrant of the wind; 
His word alone the liſt'ning ſtorms obey, 

To ſmooth the deep, or ſwell the foamy ſea, 
Theſe in my hollow ſhip the monarch hung, 
Securely fetter'd by a ſilver thong; 

But Zephyrus exempt, with friendly gales 

He charg'd to fill, and guide the ſwelling fails: 
Rare gift! but oh, what pift to fools avails! 
Nine proſp'rous days we ply'd the lab'ring oar; 
The tenth preſents our welcome native ſhore: 
The hills diſplay the beacon's friendly light, 
And riſing mountains gain upon our ſight. 
Then firſt my eyes, by watchful toils oppreſt, 
Comply'd to take the balmy gifts of reſt; 
Then firſt my hands did from the rudder part, 
Go much the love of home poſſeſs'd my heart) 
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hen lo! on board a fond debate aroſe; 
hat rare device thoſe veſſels might incloſe? 
'hat ſum, what prize from .Eolus I brought? 
hilſt to his neighbour each expreſt his thought. 
Say, whence, ye Gods, contending nations ſtrive 
no moſt ſhall pleaſe, who moſt our hero give? 
| ong have his coffers groan'd with Trojan ſpoils; 
Whilſt we, the wretched partners of his toils, 
Leproach'd by want, our fruitleſs labours mourn, 
Ind only rich in barren fame return, 
ow Zolus, ye ſee, augments his ſtore: 
ut come my friends, theſe myſtic gifts explore. 
hey ſaid: and (oh curs'd fate!) the thongs unbound! 
he guſhing tempeſt ſweeps the ocean round; 
atch'd in the whirl, the hurried navy flew, 
he ocean widen'd, and the ſhores withdrew. 
dous'd from my fatal ſleep, I long debate 
(till to live, or deſp'rate plunge to fate: 

bus doubting, proſtrate on the deck I lay, 

Ill all the coward thoughts of death gave way. 
Mean-while our veſſcls plough the liquid plain, 
nd ſoon the known Ætolian coaſt regain, 
ur groans the rocks remurmur'd to the main. 

'e leap'd on ſhore, and with a ſcanty feaſt 
ur thirſt and hunger baſtily repreſs'd ; 

hat done, two choſen heraids ſtraight attend 
ur ſecond progreſs to my royal friend: 

nd him amidſt his jovial ſons we found; 
he banquet ſtreaming, and the goblets crown'd: 
here humbly ſtopp'd with conſcious ſhame and awe, 
or nearer than the gate preſum'd to draw, 
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But ſoon his ſons their well-known gueſt deſcry'd, ; d 1 


And ſtarting from their couches loudly cry'd, His 


Ulyſſes here! what daemon cou'dſt thou meet Ane 
To thwart thy paſſage, and repel thy fleet? 
Waſt thou not furnith'd by our choiceſt care 
For Greece, for home, and all thy ſoul held dear? 
Thus they: in ſilence long my fate 1 mourn'd, 
At length theſe words with accent low return'd, 
Me, lock'd in ſleep, my faithfeſs crew bereft 
Of all the bleſſings of your god-like gift! 
But grant, oh grant our loſs we may retrieve : 
A favour you, and you alone can give. 
Thus 1 with art to move their pity try'd, 
And touch'd the youths; but their ſtern fire reply d, 
Vile wretch, begone! this inſtant I command 
Thy fleet accurs'd to leave our hallow'd land. 
His baneful ſuit pollutes theſe bleſt abodes, 
Vhoſe fate proclaims him hateful to the Gods. 
Thus fierce he ſaid: we ſighing went our way, 
And with deſponding hearts put off to ſea. 
The failors ſpent with toils their folly mourn, 
But mourn in vain ; no proſpect of return. 
Six days and nights a doubtful courſe we ſteer, 


The next proud Lamos' ſtately tow'rs appear, 
And Laeſtrigonia's gates ariſe diſtin in air. 
The ſhepherd quitting here at night the plain, 
Calls, to ſucceed his cares, the watchful ſwain ; 
But he that ſcorns the chains of ſleep to wear, 
And adds the herdſman's to the ſhepherd's care, 
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Jo near the paſtures, and jo ſhort the way, 

His double toils may claim a double pay, 

; ind join the Jabours of the night and day. 
Within a long receſs a bay there lies, 

Tag'd round with cliffs, high pointing to the ſkies; 
he jutting ſhores that ſwell on either fide 
Contract its mouth, and break che ruſhing tide. 
Dur cager ſailors ſeize the fair retreat, 

ind bound within the port their crowded fleet: 
For here retir'd the ſinking billows ſleep, 

Ind ſmiling calmneſs ſilver'd o'er the deep. 

only in the bay refus'd to moor, 

nd fix'd, without, my halſers to the ſhore. 

rom thence we climb'd a point, whoſe airy brow 
ommands the proſpect of the plains below : 

o tracts of beaſts, or ſigns of men we found, 

ut ſmoky volumes rolling from tbe ground. 

Two with our herald thither we command, 

Vith ſpeed to learn what men poſſeſs'd the land. 


They went, and kept the wheel's ſmooth beaten road 


hich to the city drew the mountain wood; 
hen lo! they met, befide a cryſtal ſpring, 

The daughter of Antiphates the king; 

e to Atracia's ſilver ſtreams came down, 
Atracia's ſtreams alone ſupply the town:) 

The damſel they approach, and aſk'd what race 
The people were? who monarch of the place? 
Vith joy the maid th' unwary ſtrangers heard, 
ind ſhew'd them where the royal dome appear'd. 
They went; but as they ent'ring ſaw the queen 
{ſize enormous and terrific mien, 
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(Not yiclding to ſome bulky mountain's height) 
A ſudden horrour ſtruck their aking ſight. 
Swift at her call her huſband ſcour'd away 
To wreak his hunger on the deſtin'd prey; 
One for his food the raging glatton ſlew, 
But two rufh'd out and to the navy flew. 
Balk'd of his prey the yelling monſter flies, 
And fills the city with his hideous cries; 
A ghaſtly band of giants hear the roar, 
And pouring down the mountains, croud the ſhore, 
Fragments they rend from off the craggy brow, 
And daſh the ruins on the ſhips below : 
The crackling veſſels burſt; hoarſe groans ariſe, 
And mingled horrours echo to the ſkies; 
The men, like fith, they ſtuck upon the food, 
And cramm'd their filthy throats with human food. 
Whilit thus their fury rages at the bay, 
My ſword our cables cut, I call'd to weigh; 
And charg'd my men, as they from fate would fly, 
Each nerve to ſtrain, each bending oar to ply. 
The ſailors catch the word, their oars they ſeize, 
And ſweep with equal ſtrokes the ſmoky ſeas; 
Clear of the rocks th' impatient veſſel flies; 
Whilſt in the port each wretch encumber'd dies. 
With earneſt haſce my frighted ſailors preſs, 
While kindling tranſports glow'd at our ſucceſs; 
But the ſad fate that did our friends deſtroy, 
CooP'd ev'ry breaſt, and damp'd the riſing joy. 
Now drop'd our anchors in th! Aacan bay, 


Where Circe dwelt, the daughter of the day; 
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Ter mother Persè, of old ocean's ſtrain, 

bus from the ſun deſcended, and the main; 

I rom the ſame lineage ſtern Maetes came, 

he far-fam'd brother of th' enchantreſs dame) 

oddeſs, and queen, to whom the-pow'rs belong 

Df dreadful magic, and commanding ſong. 
$ome God directing, to this peaceful bay 

ilent we came, and melancholy lay, 

F$pent and o'erwatch'd. Two days and nights roll'd on, 
And now the third ſucceeding morning ſhone, 
climb'd a cliff, with ſpear and ſword in hand, 
Vhoſe ridge o'erlook'd a ſhady length of land; 

o learn if aught of mortal works appear, 

Ir chearful voice of mortal ſtrike the car. 
rom the high point I mark'd, in diſtanr view, 
ſtream of curling ſmoke, aſcending blue, 
nd ſpiry tops, the the tufted trees above, 

r Circe's palace boſom'd in the grove. 

Thither to haſte, the region to explore, 

Vas firlt my thought: but ſpeeding back to ſhore 
deem ' d it beſt to viſit firſt my crew, 
nd ſend out ſpies the dubious coaſt to view. 
$ down the bill I ſolitary go, 
dme pow'r divine who pities human woe, 
nt a tall ſtag, deſcending from the wood, 

o cool his fervour in the cryſtal flood; 

vxuriant on the wave- worn bank he lay, 
retch'd forth, and panting in the ſunny ray. 
anch'd my ſpear, and with a ſudden wound 
r:nſpierc'd his back, and fix'd him to the ground. 
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He falls, and mourns his fate with human cnes : 
Thro' the wide wound the vital ſpirit flies. 
I drew, and caſting on the river ſide 
The bloody ſpear, his gather'd feet I ty'd 
With twining oſiers, which the bank ſupply'd. 
An ell in length the pliant wiſp I weav'd, 
And the huge body on my ſhoulders heav'd: 
Then leanivg on the ſpear with both my hands, 
Up-bore my load, and preſs'd the ſinking ſands 
With weighty ſteps, 'till at the ſhip I threw 
The welcome burden, and beſpoke my crew. 
Chear up, my friends! it is not yet our fate 
To glide with ghoſts thro? Pluto's gloomy gate. 
Food in the deſert land, behold! is giv'n, 
Live, and enjoy the providence of heav'n. 
The joyful crew ſurvey his mighty ſize, 
And on the future banquet feaſt their eyes, 
As huge in length extended lay the beaſt ; 
Then waſh their hands, and haſten to the feaſt. 
There, *till the ſetting ſun roll'd down the light, 
They ſat indulging in the genial rite. 
When ev'ning roſe, aud darkneſs cover'd o'er 
The face of things, we ſlept along the ſhore. 
But when the roſy morning warm'd the eaſt, 
My men I ſummon'd, and theſe words addreſt. 


Ye ſad companions of Ulyſſes' woes! 

We know not here what land before us lies, 
4 Or to what quarter now we turn our eyes, 

Or where the ſun ſhall ſet, or where ſhall riſe, 


Followers and friends! attend what I propoſe: 
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ere let us think (if thinking be not vain) 
any counſel, any hope remain, 

las! from yonder promontory's brow, 
view'd the coaſt, a region flat and low; 

n iſle incircled with the boundleſs flood ; 

length of thickets, and entangled wood. 
ne ſmoke I ſaw amid the foreſt riſe, 
ad all around it only ſeas and ſkies! 

With broken hearts my ſad companions ſtood, Þ ) 
indful of Cyclops and his human food, > | 
nd horrid Laeſtrigons, the men of blood, 
refaging tears apace began to rain; 
ut tears in mortal miſeries are vain. 

equal parts I ſtraight divide my band, 
nd name a chief each party to command; 
ed the one, and of the other ſide 

ppointed brave Eurylochus the guide. 

hen in the brazen helm the lots we throw, 

d fortune caſts Eurylochus to go: 

c march'd, with twice eleven in his train: 

nſtye they march, and penſive we remain, 

The palace in a woody vale they found, 

ich rais'd of ſtone; a ſhaded ſpace around: 

here mountain wolves and brindled lions roam, 

magie tam'd) familiar to the dome. 

ith gzntle blandiſhment our men they meet, 

nd wag their tails, and fawning lick their feet. 

 trom ſome feaſt a man returning late, | 
. faithful dogs all meet him at the gate, 

joicing round, ſome morſel to receive, 

ach as the good man ever us'd to give.) 
Vor. II. D | 
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Domeſtic thus the griſly beaſts drew near; 

They gaze with wonder, not unmix'd with fear. 
Now on the threſhold of the dome they ſtood, 
And heard a voice reſounding thro” the wood: 
Plac'd at her loom within, the Goddeſs ſung ; 
The vaulted roofs and ſolid pavement rung. 
O'er the fair web the riſing figures ſhine, 
Immortal labour! worthy hands divine. 

Polites to the reſt the queſtion mov'd, 

(A gallant leader, and a man I lov'd.) 

What voice celeſtial, chanting to the loom 
(Or nymph, or Goddeſs) echoes from the room ? 
Say ſhall we ſeek acceſs? With that they call; 
And wide unfold the portals of the hall. 

The Goddeſs riſing, aſks her gueſts to ſtay, 
Who blindly follow where ſhe leads the way. 
Eurylochus alone of all the band, 

Suſpecting fraud, more prudently remain'd. 

On thrones around with downy cov'rings grac'd, 
With ſemblance fair th' unhappy men ſhe plac'd, 
Milk newly preſs'd. the ſacred flour of wheat, 
And honey freſh, and Pramnian wines the treat: 
But venom'd was the bread, and mix'd the bowl, 
With drugs of force to darken all the foul: 

Soon in the luſcious feaſt themſelves they loſt, 
3 And drank oblivion of their native coaſt. | 

| | Inſtant her circling wand the Goddeſs waves, 

# To hogs transforms 'em, and the ſty receives. 
1 No more was ſeen the human form divine; 
Head, face, and members, briſtle into ſwine: 


l curſt with ſenſe, their minds remain alone, 


lean- while the Goddeſs in diſdain beſtows 
he maſt and acorn, brutal food! and ſtrows 
he fruits of cornel, as their feaſt, around; 
Cow prone and grov'ling on unſav'ry ground, 
Eurylochus with penſive ſteps and ſlow, 
ghaſt returns; the meſſenger of woe, 
nd bitter fate. To ſpeak he made eſſay 
vain eſſay'd, nor would his tongue obey, 
is ſwelling heart deny'd the words their way: 
ut ſpeaking tears the want of words ſupply, 
ind the full ſoul burſts copious from his eye, 
\frighted, anxious for our fellows fates, 
Ve preſs to hear what ſadly he relates. 
de went, Ulyſſes! (ſuch was thy command) 
iro? the lone thicket, and the deſert land. 
| palace in a woody vale we found 
rown with dark foreſts, and with ſhades around, 
voice celeſtial echo'd from the dome, 
Ir nymph, or Goddeſs, chanting to the loom. 
leceſs we ſought, nor was acceſs deny'd : 
Radiant ſhe came; the portals open'd wide: 
The Goddeſs mild invites the gueſts to ſtay: 
They blindly follow where ſhe leads the way. 
only wait behind, of all the train; 
vaited long, and ey'd the doors in vain : 
lic reſt are vaniſh'd, none repaſs'd the gate; 
ind not a man appears to tell their fate. 
heard, and inſtant o'er my ſhoulders flung 
lie belt in which my weighty falchion hung; 
D 2 


nd their own voice affrights them when they groan 
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(A beamy blade) then ſeiz'd the bended bew, 
And bade him guide the way, reſolv'd to go. 
He, proſtrate falling, with both hands embrac'd 
My knees, and weeping thus his ſuit addreſs'd, 
O king belov's of Jove! thy tervant ſpare, 
And ah, thyſelf the raſh attempt forbear! 
Never, alas! thou never ſhalt return, 
Or ſee the wretched for whoſe loſs we mourn, 
With what remains from certain ruin fly, 
And ſave the few not fated yet to die. 
I anſwer'd ſtern. Inglorious then remain, 
Here feaſt and loiter, and deſert thy train, 
Alone, unfriended will I tempt my way; 


The laws of fate compel, and I obey. | 
This faid, and ſeornful turning from the ſhore 
My haughty ſtep, I ſtalk'd the valley o'er. 


Till now approaching nigh the magic bow'r, 


Where dwelt th* enchantreſs ſkill'd in herbs of pow'; 


A form divine forth iſſu'd from the wood, 
(Immortal Hermes with the golden rod) 


In buman ſemblance. On his bloomy face 


Youth ſmil'd celeſtial, with each op'ning grace, 
He ſeiz'd my hand, and gracious thus began. 


Ah whither roam'ſt thou? much-enduring man! 
O blind to fate ! what led thy ſteps to rove 


The horrid mazes of this magic grove? 
Each friend you ſeek in yon” encloſure lies, 
All loſt their form, and habitants of (ties. 
Think'ſt thou by wit to model their eſcape? 
Sooner {halt thou, a ſtranger to thy ſhape, 
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all prone their equal: firſt thy danger know, 
Then take the antidote the Gods beſtow. 
The plant I give thro” all the direful bow 'r 
ball guard thee, and avert the evil hour. 
ow hear her wicked arts. Before thy eyes 
The bowl ſhall ſparkle, and the banquet riſe ; 
Take this, nor from the faithleſs feaſt abſtain, 
or temper'd drugs and poiſon ſhall be vain. 
oon as ſhe ſtrikes her wand, and gives the word, 
raw forth and trandiſh thy refulgent ſword, _ 
od menace death: thoſe menaces ſhall move 
er 3lter'd mind to blandiſhment and love, 
lor ſhun the bleſſing proffer'd to thy arms, 
ſcend her bed, and taſte celeſtial charms: 
0 ſhall thy tedious toils a reſpite find, 
d thy loſt friends return to human kind, 
ut ſwear her firſt by thoſe dread oaths that tie 
he pow'rs below, the bleſſed in the ſky; 
eſt to thee naked ſecret fraud be meant, 
r magic bind thee, cold and impotent. 


Thus while he ſpoke, the ſov'reign plant he drew, 


here on th” all- bearing earth unmark'd it grew, 
nd ſhew'd its nature and its wond'rous pow'r : 
ck was its root, but milky-white the flow'r; 
ay the name, to mortals hard to find, 

tall is eaſy to th actherial kind. 

tis Hermes gave, then gliding off the glade, 
ot to Olympus from the woodland ſhade. 
While full of thought, revolving fates to come, 

feed my paſſage to th? enchanted dome: 

D 3 
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Arriv'd, before the lofty gates I ſtay'd; ne 
The lofty gates the Goddeſs wide diſplay'd; ran 
She leads before, and to the feaſt invites; thi 
I follow ſadly to the magic rites. 0 f 
Radiant with ſtarry ſtuds, a ſilver ſcat hat 
Receiv'd my limbs; a footſtool eas'd my feet. nd 
She mix'd the potion, fraudulent of ſoul; ciel 
The poiſon mantled in the golden bowl. r f 
J took, and quaff'd it, confident in heav'n: Wea 
Then wav'd the wand, and then the word was giv'a, {Wca 
Hence to thy fellows! (dreadful ſhe began) he 
Go, be a beaſt! I heard, and yet was man. Tot 
Then ſudden whirling, like a waving flame, uin 


My beamy falchion, I aſſault the dame. 
Struck with unuſual fear, ſhe trembling cries, 
She faints, ſhe falls; ſhe lifts her weeping eyes. 
What art thou? ſay: from whence, from whom; 
came? 
O more than human! tell thy race, thy name. 
Amazing ſtrength, theſe poiſons to ſuſtain! 
Not mortal thou, nor mortal is thy brain. 
Or art thou he? the man to come (foretold ar 
By Hermes pow'rful with the wand of gold) 
The man from Troy, who wander'd ocean round; 
The man for wiſdom's various arts renown'd, 
Ulyſſes? oh! thy threat ning fury ceaſe, 
Sheath thy bright ſword, and join our hands 1n peace 
Let mutual joys our mutual truſt combine, 
And love, and love-born confidence be thine. 
And how, dread Circe! (furious I rejoin) 
Can love, and loye-born confidence be minc! 


cace 
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ncath thy charms when my compantons groan, 
ransform'd to beaſts, with accents not their own, 
thou of frandful heart! ſhall I be led 

o ſhare thy feaſt-rites, or aſcend thy bed; 

hat, all unarm'd, thy vengeance may have vent, 
nd m1gic bind me, cold and impotent? 

cicitial as thou art, yet ſtand deny'd ; 

r [wear that oath by which the Gods are ty'd, 
wear, in thy foul no latent frauds remain, 


xar, by the vow which never can be vain, 

he Goddeſs ſwore: then ſeiz'd my hand, and led 
ſo the ſweet tranſports of the genial bed, 

liniitrant to their queen, with buſy care 

our faithful handmaids the ſoft rites prepare; 
ymphs ſprung from fountains, or from ſhady woods, 
Ir the fair offspring of the ſacred floods, 
ne o'er the couches painted carpets threw, 

hoſe purple luſtre glow'd againſt the view: 

White linen lay beneath. Another plac'd 

he ſilver ſtands with golden flaſkets grac'd : 

"1th dulcet bev'rage this the beaker crown'd, 

ir in the midſt, with gilded cups around: | 

hat in the tripod o'er the kindled pile 

he water pours; the bubbling waters boil: 

n ample vaſe receives the ſmoking wave; 
nd, in the bath prepar'd, my limbs I lave: 
viving ſweets repair the mind's decay, 

nd take the painful ſenſe of toil away. 

veſt and tunic o'er me next ſhe threw, 


en from the bath and dropping balmy dew; 


Pt. hey heap the glitt'ring caniſters with bread; 


And them to me reſtore, and me to joy. 
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Then led and plac'd me on the ſov'reign ſeat, 
With carpets ſpread; a footſtool at my feet. 
The golden ew'r a nymph obſequious brings, 
Repleniſh'd from the cool tranſlucent ſprings ; 
With copious water the bright vaſe ſupplics 
A ſilver laver of capacious ſize. 

T waſh'd. The table in fair order ſpread, 


Viands of various kinds allure the taſte, 

Of choiceſt fort and ſavour, rich repaſt! 

Circe in vain invites the feaſt to ſhare; 

Abſent I ponder, and abſorpt in care: 

While ſcenes of woe roſe anxious in my breaſt 

The queen beheld me, and theſe words addreſt. 
Why fits Ulyſſes ſilent and apart, 

Some hoard of grief cloſe-harbour'd at his heart? 

Untouch'd before thee ſtand the cates divine, 

And unregarded laughs the roſy wine. 

Can yet a doubt, or any dread remain, 

When ſworn that oath which never can be vain? 
I anſwer'd, Goddeſs! humane is thy breaſt, 

By juſtice ſway'd, by tender pity preſt : 

III fits it me, whoſe friends are ſunk to beaſts, 

To quaff thy bowls, or riot in thy feaſts. 

Me would'ſt thou pleaſe? for them thy cares empioy, Siro 


With that, ſhe parted: in her potent hand 
She bore the virtue of the magic wand. R 
Then haſt'ning to the ſties ſet wide the door, x 
Urg'd forth, and drove the briflly herd before; 2 
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ricldy, out they ruſh'd, with gen'ral cry, 

r mous beaſts diſhoneſt to the cye, 

ow touch'd by counter-charms, they change agen, 
nd ſtand majeſtic, and recail'd to men. 

hoſe hairs of late that briitled ev'ry part, 
il! off; miraculous eſſect of art! 
Till all the form in full proportion riſe, 

Orc young. more large, more graceful to my eyes» 
hey ſaw, they knew me, and with eager pace 

lung to their maſter in a long embrace: 
ad, pleaſing ſight! with tears each eye ran o'er, 

| ſobs of joy re-ccho'd thro? the bow'r: 

n Circe wept, her adamantine heart 

lt pity enter, and ſuſtain'd her part. 

don of Laertes! (then the queen began) 
| much-enduring, much- experienc'd man! 
aſte to thy veſſels on the ſca-beat ſhore, 

nioad thy treaſures, and the gailey moor; 

hen bring thy friends, ſecure from future harms, 
ad in our grottoes ſtow thy ſpoils and arms. 

She ſaid, Obedient to her high command 

quit the place, and haſten to the ſtrand. - 

[fad companions on the beach I found, 

vic wiſtful eyes in floods of ſorrow drown'd, 

ly, om freſh paſtures and the dewy field 

hen loaded eribs their ev'ning banquet yield) 

te lowing herds return; around them throng 

un leaps and bounds their late-impriſon'd young, 
il to their mothers with unruly joy, 

i Cchoing hills return the tender cry 3 
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So round me preſs'd exulting at my ſight, t al 
With eries and agonies of wild delight, rm 
The weeping ſailors; nor leſs fierce their joy ave 
Than if return'd to Ithaca from Troy. ve 
Ah maſter! ever honour'd, ever dear, d gu 
(Theſe tender words on ev'ry fide I hear) Cir 
What other joy can equal thy return? Th 


Not that lov'd country for whoſe ſight we mourn, ett tl 
The ſoil that nurs'd us, and that gave us breath: 
But ah! relate our loſt companions death. 

I anſwer'd chearful. Haſte, your galley moor, 
And bring our treaſures and our arms aſhore: 
Thoſe in yon” hollow caverns let us lay; 

Then riſe and follow where I lead the way. 
Your fellows live : believe your eyes, and come 
To take the joys of Circe's ſacred dome. 

With ready ſpeed the joyful crew obey: 

Alone Eurylochus perſuades their ſtay. 
Whither (he cry'd) ah whither will ye run? 
Seek ye to meet thoſe evils ye ſhou'd ſhun? 
Will you the terrors of the dome explore, 

In ſwine to grovel, or in lions roar, 

Or wolf-like howl away the midnight hour 
In dreadful watch around the magic bow'r? 
Remember Cyclops, and his bloody deed ; 
The leader's raſhneſs made the ſoldiers bleed. 

I heard incens'd, and firſt reſolv'd to ſpeed 
My flying falchion at the rebel's head. 

Dear as he was, by ties of kindred bound, 
This hand had ſtretch'd him breathleſs on the grou! 
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t all at once my interpoſing train 
r mercy pleaded, nor could plead in vain, 
are here the man who dares his prince deſert, 
ve to repentance and his own ſad heart, 
 onard the ſhip. Seek we the ſacred ſhades 
Circe's palace, where Ulyſſes leads. 
This with one voice declar'd, the riſing train 
{ the black veſſel by the murm'ring main. 
me touch'd Eurylochus's alter'd breaſt, 
fear d my threats, and follow'd with the reſt, 
Mean-while the Goddeſs, with indulgent cares 
! ſocial joys, the late transform'd repairs; 


be bath, the feaſt, their fainting ſoul renews; 


ch in refulgent robes, and dropping balmy dews: 
2hning with joy their eager eyes behold 

ch other's face, and each his ſtory told; 

en guſhing tears the narrative confound, 

( with their ſobs the vaulted roofs reſound. 

hen huſh'd their paſſion, thus the Goddeſs cries; 
ſſes, taught by labours to be wiſe; 


this ſhort memory of grief ſuffice, 


ome are known the various woes ye bore, 
ſtorms by ſea, in perils on the ſhore; 

get whatever was in fortune's pow'r, 

id ſhare the pleaſures of this genial hour. 

be your minds as ere ye left your coaſt, 

learn'd to ſorrow for a country loſt. 

es and wand'rers now, where-e'er ye go, 

o faithful memory renews your woe; 

tcauſe remov'd, habitual griefs remain, 

«the ſoul ſaddens by the uſe of pain, 


4 
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Her kind intreaty mov'd the gen'ral breaſt; ner 
Tir'd with long toil, we willing ſunk to reſt, ich 
We ply'd the banquet, and the bowl we crown'd, 0 * 
Till the full circle of the year came round. ave 
Rut when the ſeaſons, following in their train, he 


Brought back the months, the days, and hours again; 
As from a lethargy at once they riſe, 


And urge their chief with animating cries, nnn 
Is this Ulyſſes, our inglorious lot? oh. 
And is the name of Ithaca forgot? di 
Shall never the dear land in proſpect riſe, ap 
Or the lov'd palace glitter in our eyes? Ir 
Melting I heard ; yet 'till the ſun's decline ow | 


Prolong'd the feaſt, and quaff'd the roſy u ine: 
But when the ſhades came on at ev'ning hour, 
And all lay flumb'ring in the duſky bow'r; 


? 3 4 8 a ——v— + — — « 
» ot "IEF Bo uae oa 4. ö _ 
* * R N — f ” 1 
a . V 14 * 


— — 2 — * - 
N hs n 
5 — - > 4%, 4 K. 5 : 
F 


I came a ſuppliant to fair Circe's bed, 

The tender moment ſeiz'd, and thus I ſaid. Wo 
Be mindful, Goddeſs, of thy promiſe made; ar b 

Muſt fad Ulyſſes ever be delay'd? be n 

Agound their lord my ſad companions mourn, cn l 

Each breaſt beats homeward, anxious to return: * 


If but a moment parted from thy eyes, 
Their tears fow round me, and my heart complies. Plars 
So then (the cry'd) ah go! yet think not I, kere 
Not Circe, but the fates your with deny. 

Ah hope not yet to breathe thy native air! 
Far other journey firit demands thy care; 
To tread th' uncomfortable paths bencath, 
And vicw the realms of darkacſs and of death. 3 
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here ſeek the Theban bard, depriv'd of light; 
thin, irradiate with prophetic light; 
o whom Perſephone, entire and whole, 
ve to retain th? unſeparated ſoul : 
he reſt are forms, of empty Æther made; 
paſſive ſemblance, and a flitting ſhade. 
Struck at the word, my very heart was dead: 
nlive 1 ſate; my tears bedew'd the bed; 
0 hate the light and liſe my ſoul begun, 
| ſaw that all was grief beneath the ſun. 
mpos'd at length, the guſhing tears ſuppreſt, 
| my toſt limbs now weary'd into reſt, 
ow ſhall I tread (I cry'd) ah Circe! ſay, 
be dark deſcent, and who ſhall guide the way? 
n living eyes behold the realms below? 
lat bal k to waft me, and what wind to blow? 
Thy fated road (the magic pow r reply'd) 
nine Ulyſſes! aſks no mortal guide. 
ar but the maſt, the ſpacious ſail diſplay, 
ve northern winds ſhall wing thee on thy way. 
en halt thou reach old ocean's utmoſt ends, 
cre to the main the ſh:lving ſhore deſcends; 
he barren trees of Proſerpine's black woods, 
plars and willows trembling o'er the floods: 
bere fix thy veſſel in the lonely bay, 
enter there the kingdoms void of day: 
ere Phlegethon's loud torrents ruſhing down, 
bin the Gaming gulph of Acheron; 
i where, flow-rolling from the Stygian bed, 
Tus lamentable waters ſpread : 
Vol, II. E 8 
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Where the dark rock o'erhangs th' infernal lake, 
And mingling ſtreams eternal murmurs make. 
Firſt draw thy falchion, and on ev'ry ſide 
Trench the black earth a cubit long and wide: 
To all the ſhades around libations pour, 

And o'er th” ingredients ſtrow the hallow'd flour: 
New wine and milk, with honey temper'd, bring, 
And living water from the cryſtal ſpring. 

'Then the wan ſhades and feeble ghoſts implore, 
With promis'd off'rings on thy native ſhore; 

A barren cow, the ſtatelieſt of the iſle, 

And, heap'd with various wealth, a blazing pile: 
Theſe to the reſt; but to the ſeer muſt bleed 

A ſable ram, the pride of all thy breed, 

Theſe ſolemn vows and holy offerings paid 

To all the phantom-nations of the dead; 

Be next thy care the fable ſheep to place 

Full o'er the pit, and hell- ward turn their face: 
But from th' infernal rite thine cye withdraw, 
And back to ocean glance with rev'rend awe, 
Sudden (hall ſkim along the duſky glades 

Thin airy ſhoals, and viſionary ſhades. 

Then give command the ſacrifice to haſte, 

Let the flay'd victims in the flame be caſt, 

And ſacred vows, and myſtic ſong, apply'd 

To grizly. Pluto, and his gloomy bride. 

Wide o'er the pool, thy falchion wav'd around 
Shall drive the ſpectres from forbidden ground: 
The ſacred draught ſhall all the dead forbear, 
Till awful from the ſhades ariſe the ſcer. 
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tt him, oraculous, the end, the way, 
he turns of all thy future fate, diſplay, 
by pilgrimage to come, and remnant of thy day. 
So ſpeaking, from the ruddy orient ſhone 
he morn conſpicuous on her golden throne, 
ne Goddeſs with a radiant tunic dreſt 
limbs, and o'er me caſt a ſilken veſt: 
217 flowing robes, of pureſt white, array 
de nymph that added luſtre to the day: 
tar wreath'd her head with many a fold; 
er wait was circled with a zone of gold. 
oth iſſuing then, from place to place I flew; 
Vuſe man by man, and arimate my crew. 
ile, rife, my mates! 'tis Circe gives command: 
journey calls us; haſte, and quit the land. 
U rife and follow, yet depart not all, 
or tate decreed one wretched man to fall. 
A youth there was, Elpenor was he nam'd, 
t much for ſenſe, nor much for courage fam'd; 
e youngeſt of our band, a vulgar ſoul 
a but to banquet, and to drain the bowl. 
le, hot and careleſs, on a turret's height 
"th Yep repair'd the long debauch of night: 
he ſullen tumult ſtirr'd him where he lay, 
2 down he hatten'd, but forgot the way; 
ul endiong from the roof the fleeper fell, 
id ſnapp'd the ſpinal joint, and wak'd in hell. 
The reſt croud round me with an eager look; 
met them with a ſigh, and thus beſpoke. 
rady. friends! ye think your toils are o'er, 
vr Lopes already touch your native ſhore: 
E 2 
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Alas! far otherwiſe the nymph declares, 

Far other journey firit demands our cares; 

To tread th? uncomtortable paths beneath, 

The dreary realms of darkneſs and of death: 

To ſeck Tireſias' awfal ſnade below, 

And thence our fortunes and our fates to know. 
My ſad companions heard in deep deſpair; 

Frantic they tore their manly growth of hair; 

To earth they fell; the tears began to rain; 

But tears in mortal miſeries are vain, 

Sadly they far'd along the fea-beat ſhore ; 

Still heav'd their hearts, and (till their eyes ran o'er, 

The ready victims at our bark we found, 

'The ſable ewe, and ram, together bound. 

For ſwift as thought the Goddeſs had been there, 

And thence had glided, viewleſs as the air: 

The paths of Gods what mortal can ſurvey ? 

Who eyes their motion? who ſhall trace their way? 
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THE:ARGUMEN T. 
The deſcent into hell. 


[LYSSES continues his narration ; how he arrived at 
the l:nd ef the Cimmerians, and what ceremonies be 
performed to invoke the dead. The manner of his de- 
ſcent, and the ap paritian of the ſhades: his conver ja- 
tron with Elpenor, and with Tirejias, who injorms 
lim in @ prophetic manuer of his fortunes ta come. 
lie mcets bis mother Auticlea, from whem he learns 
the ſtate of his family. He ſees ihe ſuades of the an- 
Gent heroines, afterwards of the heroes, and con ver- 
ſes in particular with Agamemnon and Achilles. Ajax 

keeps at a ſullen diſtance, and diſciaius to anſwer him. 
| He then beholds Tityus, Tantalus, Siſyphus, Hercules: 
till le is deterred from furiher curioſity by the appa- 
niion of horrid ſpectres, aud the cries of the wicked in 
lrmeuts, 


O M to the ſhores we bend, a mournfvl train, 
Cliinb the tall bark, and lanch into the main: 

tonce the maſt we rear. at once unbind 

be ipacious ſheet, and ſtreteh it to the wind: 
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Then pale and penſive ſtand, with cares oppreſt, No\ 
And folemn horror faddens ev'ry breaſt. o ſpe 
A freſh'ning breeze the * magic pow'r ſupply'd, d ſhall 
While the wing'd veſſel flew along the tide ; neat! 
Our oars we ſhipp'd: all day the ſwelling ſails d in o 
Full from the guiding pilot catch'd the gales. ich w 

Now ſunk the ſun from his aerial height, hal 


And o'er the thaded billows ruſh'd the night: 
When lo! we reach'd old ocean's utmoſt bounds, 
V'here rocks controll his waves with ever-during mounk 
There in a lonely land, and gloomy cells, hen d 
The duſky nation of Cimmeria dwells; nd all 
The ſun ne'er views th' uncomfortable ſeats, hen 
When radiant he advances, or retreats: 
Unhappy race! whom endleſs night invades, 
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Clouds the dull air, and wraps them round in ſhades, Wind wi 
Ihe ſhip we moor on theſe obſcure abodes; ;haſtly 
Diſ-bark the ſheep, an off”ring to the Gods; alk'd 
And hell-ward bending, o'er the beach deſery Theſe a 
The doleſome paſſage to th? infernal ſky. Ind all 
The victims, vow'd to each Tartarean pow'r, oniſh 
Eurylochus and Perimedes bore. Ind a c. 
Here open'd hell, all hell I here implor'd, uaight 
And from the ſeabbard drew the ſhining ſword; traicht 
And trenching the black earth on cv'ry ſide, ind mu 
A cavern form'd, a cubit long and wide. To grifl 
New wine, with honey-temper'd milk, we bring, Now 
Then living waters from the cryſtal ſpring; buck ſta 
O'er theſe was ſtrew'd the conſecrated flour, ound t. 
And on the ſurface ſhone the holy ſtore, WET 
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Now the wan ſhades we hail, th” infernal Gods, 
o ſpeed our courſe, and waft us o'er the floods: 
ſhall a barren heifer from the (tall 
neath the knife upon your altars fall; 
in our palace, at our ſafe return 
ich with unnumber'd gifts the pile ſhall burn; 
ſhall a ram the largeſt of the breed, 
lack as theſe regions, to T wrefias bleed. 
Thus ſolemn rites and holy vows we paid 
o all the phantom-nations of the dead. 
hen dy'd the ſheep; a purple torrent floaw'd, 
1d all the caverns ſmok'd with ſtreaming blood. 
ben lo! appear'd along the dulky coaſts, 
Thin, airy ſhoals of viſionary ghoſts; 
ir, penſive youths, and ſoft enamour'd maids; 
„Dad wither'd elders, pale and wrinkled ſhades ; 
;haſtly with wounds the forms of warriors ſlain 
talx'd with majeſtic port, a martial train: 
Theſz and a thouſand more ſwarm'd o'er the ground, 
Ind all the dire aſſembly ſhriek'd around. 
ſtoniſh'd at the ſight, aghaſt I ſtood, 
ind a cold fear ran ſhiv'ring thro'ꝰ my blood; 
iraizht I command the ſacrifice to haſte, 
raight the flay'd victims to the flames are caſt, 
ind mutter'd vows, and myſtic ſong apply'd 
To griſly Pluto, and his gloomy bride, 
Now ſwift I wav'd my falchion o'er the blood; 
Lick ſtarted the pale throngs, and trembling ſtood, 
ound the black trench the gore untaſted flows, 
I'll awful from the ſhades Tireſias roſe, 
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There, wand'ring thro? the gloom I firſt ſurvey, 


New to the realms of death, Elpenor's ſhade: 
His cold remains all naked to the ſky . 
On diſtant ſhores unwept, unburied lie. 
Sad at the ſight I ſtand, deep fix'd in woe, 
And cre I ſpoke the tears began to ſlow. 

O ſay what angry pow'r Eipenor led 
To glide in ſhades, and wander with the dead? 


How could thy ſoul, by realms and ſeas disjoin'd, 
Out-.ly the nimble fail, and leave the lagging wind? 


The ghoſt reply'd: to hell my doom I owe, 
Daemons accurit, dire miniſters of woc! 
My feet thro? wine unfaithful to their weight, 
Betray'd me tambling from a tow'ry height, 
Staog'ring I reel'd, and as | reci'd I fell, 


Lux'd the neck-joint— my tuul defcends.to hell. 


But lend me aid, I now conjure thee lend, 

By the ſoft tie and ſacred name of friend! 

By thy fond conſort! by thy father's carcs! 
By lov'd Telemachus's blooming years! 

For well I know that ſoon the heav'nly pow'rs 
Will give thee back to day, and Circe's ſhores: 
There pions on my cold reraains attend, 
There call to mind thy poor depatted friend, 
The tribute of a tear is all I crave, 

And the poſition of a peace ful grave. 

But if unheard, in vain compaſiio: plcad, 
Revere the Gods, the Gods aven ge the dead! 
A tomb along the wat'ry margin zaiſe, 

The tomb with manly arms end trephies grace, 
To ſhew poſterity Elpenur was, 
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here high in air, memorial of my name, 
ix the ſmooth oar, and bid me live to fame. 
To whom with tears; Theſe rites, oh mournful ſhade, 
ue to thy ghoſt, ſhall to thy ghoſt be paid. 
Still as I ſpoke the phantom ſeem'd to moan, 
ear follow'd tear, and groan ſucceeded groan. 
ut as my waving ſword the blood ſurrounds, 
he ſhade withdrew and mutter'd empty ſounds, 
There as the wond'rous viſions I ſurvey'd, 
|| pale aſcends my royal mother's ſhade: 
queen, to Troy ſhe ſaw our legions paſs; 
low a thin form is all Anticlea was! 
truck at the ſight I melt at filial woe, 
Ind down my cheek the pious ſorrows flow, 
et as I ſhook my falchion o'er the blood, 
eoardleſs of her ſon the parent ſtood, 
When lo! the mighty Theban [I behold 
To guide his ſteps he bore a ſtaff of gold; 
wwful he trod! majeſtic was his look! 
Ind from his holy lips theſe accents broke. 
Why, mortal, wand'reſt thou from chearful day, 
ſo tread the downward, melancholy way? 
chat angry Gods to theſe dark regions led 
Thee yet alive, companion of the dead? 
ut ſheath thy poniard, while my tongue relates 
av'n's ſtedfaſt purpoſe, and thy future fates. 
While yet he ſpoke, the prophet I obey'd, 
Ind in the ſcabbard plung'd the glitt'ring blade: 
er he quaff d the gore, and then expreſt 
ak things to come, the counſels of his breaſt, 
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Weary of light, Ulyſſes here explores, 
A proſp'rous voyage to his native ſhores; 
But know—by me unerting fates diſcloſe 
New trains of dangers, and new ſcenes of woes; 
J ſee! 1 ſee, thy bark by Neptune toſt, 
For injur'd Cyclops, and his eye-ball Joſt! 
Yet to thy woes the Gods decree an end, 
If heav'n thou pleaſe; and how to pleaſe attend! 
Where on Trinacrian rocks the occan roars, 
Graze num'rous herds along the verdant ſhores; 
Tho” hunger preſs, yet fly the dang'rous prey, 
The herds are ſacred to the God of day, 
Who all ſurveys with his extevſive eye 
Above, below, on earth and in the (ky! 
Rob not the God, and ſo propitious gales 
Attend thy voyage and impel thy fails: 
But if his herds ye ſeize, beneath the waves 
I ſee thy friends o'erwhelm'l in liquid graves! 
The direful wreck Ulyſſes ſcarce ſurvives! 
Ulyſſes at his country ſcarce arrives! 
Strangers thy guides! nor there thy labours end, 
New foes ariſe, domeſtic ills attend! 
There foul adult'rers to thy bride reſort, 
And lordly gluttons riot in thy court. 

But vengeance haſtes amain! theſe eyes behold 
The deathful ſcene, princes on princes roll'd! 
That done, a people far from ſea explore, 

Who ne'cr knew ſalt, or heard the billows roar, 
Or ſaw gay veſſel ſtem the wat' ry plain, 
A painted wonder fly ing on the main! 
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r on thy back an car: with ſtrange amaze 

hepherd meeting thee, the oar ſurveys, \ 
nd names a van: there fix it on the plain, 

o calm the God that holds the wat'ry reign ; 
tlireefold off 'r ing to his altar bring, 

bull, a ram, a boar; and hail the ocean king. 
home return'd, to each actherial pow'r 

iy the due victim in the genial hour: 
peaceful ſhalt thou end thy bliſsful days, 

a ſlcal thyſelf from life by flow decays: 

known to pain, in age reſign thy breath, 

hen late ſtern Neptune points the ſhaft with deaths 
othe dark grove retiring as to-reſt, 

y people bleſſing. by thy people bleſt! 

Uuerring truths, oh man, my lips relate; 

{us is thy life to come, and this is fate. 

To whom unmov'd: if this the Gods prepare; 

hat heav'n ordeins, the wiſe with courage bear. 
thy, why yonder on the lonely ſtrands, 

mindful of her fon, Anticlea ſtands? 

iy to the ground ſhe bends her downcaſt eye? 

iy is ſhe ſilent, while her ſon is nigh? 

te latent cauſe, oh ſacred ſeer reveal! 

Nor this, replies the ſeer, will I conceal. - 
wr; to the ſpectres, that thy bev'rage taſte, 
i: ſcenes of life recur, and actions paſt; 
&, ſcal'd with truth, return the ſure reply; 
ie reſt, repell'd, a train oblivious fly. 

The phantom-prophet ceas'd, and ſunk from ſight 
e black palace of eternal night, 
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Still in the dark abodes of death I ſtood, if n 
When near Anticlea mov'd, and drank the blood, t the 
Straight all the mother in her foul awakes, 
And owning her Ulyſſes, thus ſhe ſpeaks. 
Com'ſt thou, my ſon, alive, to realms beneath, 
The dolefome realms of darkneſs and of death : ee f 


Com'ſt thou alive from pure, actherial day? ice Ir 
Dire is the region, diſmal is the way! ” 0 
d (ha 


Here lakes profound, there floods oppoſe their wave, 
There the wide ſea with all his billows raves! 'd 


Or (ſince to duſt proud Troy ſubmits her tow'rs) y firs 
Com'tt thou a wand'rer from the Phrygian ſhores? IW* 0 
co 


Or ſay, ſince honour call'd thee to the field, 
Haſt thou thy Ithaca, thy bride beheld? 
Source of my life, I cry'd, from earth I fly 
| To ſeek Tireſias in the nether ſky, 
; To learn my doom : for toſt from woe to woe, 
| In ev'ry land Ulyſſes finds a foe: 
| 
| 
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Nor have theſe eyes beheld my native ſhores, d uhe 


Since in the duſt proud Troy ſubmits her tow'rs. 
But, when thy ſoul from her ſweet manſion fled, 
Say, what diſtemper gave thee to the dead? 
Has life's fair lamp declin'd by flow decays, 
1 Or ſwift expir'd it in a ſudden blaze? 
I Say, if my fire, good old Laertes, lives? 
If yet Telemachus my ſon, ſurvives? 
Say, by his rule is my dominion aw'd, 
| Or cruſh'd by traitors with an iron rod? 
| S2y, if my ſpouſe maintains her royal truſt, 
| Tho' tempted chaſle, and obſtinately juſt? 
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it no more her abſent lord ſhe wails, 

tthe falſe woman o'er the wite prevails? 
Thus 1, and thus the parent-ſhade returns, 
ee, ever thee, thy foichful conſort mourns: 
ether the night deſcends, or day prevails, 
ec ſhe by night, and thee by day bewails, 

ee in Felemachus thy realm obeys; 

ſacred groves ecleſtial rites he pays, 

. ſhares the banquet in ſuperior ſtate, 

cd with ſuch honours as become the great. 
y fire in ſolitude fomeats his care: 

e court is joyleſs, for thou art not there! 
coſtly carpets raiſe his hoary head, 

rich embroid' ry ſhines to grace his bed: 

n when keen winter freezes in the ſkies, 

k'd with his fl:ves, on earth the monarch lies, 
are his ſighs, his viſage pale, his dreſs 

e garb of woe and habit of diſtreſs, 

hen the autumn takes his annual round, 
tleafy honours ſcatt'ring on the ground; 
gerdleſs of his years, abroad he lies, 

bed the leaves, his canopy the ſkies, 

5 cares on cares his painful days conſume, 
(bow his age with ſorrow to the tomb! 

tor thee my ſon, I wept my life away; 

thee thro? hell's eternal dungeons ſtray 2 
eme my fate by ling'ring pains and ſlow, 
bent the filver-ſhafted queen her bow; 

ire diſeaſe bereav'd me of my breath; 


u, thou my ſon wert my difcaſe and death: 
or. II. F | 
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Unkindly with my love my ſon conſpir'd, 
For thee I liv'd, for abſent thee expir'd. 
Thrice in my arms I ſtrove her ſhade to bind, 
Thrice thro* my arms ſhe flipt like empty wind, 
Or dreams, the vain illuſions of the mind. 
Wild with deſpair, I ſhed a copious tide 
Of flowing tears, and thus with ſighs reply'd. 


Turn to my arms, to my embraces turn! 

Ts it, ye pow'rs that ſmile at human harms! 

Too great a bliſs to weep within her arms? 

Or has hell's queen an empty image ſent, 

That wretched I might ev'n my joys lament? 
O ſon cf woe, the penſive ſhade rejoin'd, 

Ch moſt inur'd to grief of all mankind! 

Tis not the queen of hell who thee deceives: 

All, all are ſuch, when life the body leaves: 

No more the ſubſtance of the man remains, 

Nor bounds the blood along the purple veins: * 

Theſe the funereal flames in atoms bear, 

To wander with the wind in empty air; 

While the impaſſive ſoul reluQant flies, 

Like a vain dream, to theſe infernal ſkies. 

But from the dark dominions ſpeed thy way, 


0 And climb the ſteep aſcent to upper day; 

| To thy chaſte bride the wond'rous ſtory tell, 

The woes, the horrours, and the laws of hell. 
Thus while ſhe ſpoke, in ſwarms hell's empreſs bri 

5 Daughters and wives of heroes and of kings; 

Thick, and more thick they gather round the blood, 

| Ghoſt throng'd on ghoſt (a dire aſſembly) ſtood: 


Fly'ſt thou, lov'd ſhade, while I thus fondly moun 
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auntleſs my ſword I ſeize: the airy crew, 

ift as it flaſh'd along the gloom, withdrew ; 
hen ſhade to ſhade in mutual forms ſucceeds, 
ler race recounts, and their illuſtrious deeds, 
Tyro began : whom great Salmoneus bred; 
he royal partner of fam'd Cretheus? bed. 

or ſair Enipeus, as from fruitful urns 

e pours his wat'ry ſtore, the virgin burns; 
nooth flows the gentle ſtream with wanton pride, 
id in ſoft mazes rolls a ſilver tide. 

son his banks the maid enamour'd roves, 

he monarch of the deep beholds and loves; 

her Enipeus? form and borrow'd charms, 

te am'rous God deſcends into her arms: 

ound, a ſpacious arch of waves he throws, 

d high in air the liquid mountain roſe; 

vs in ſurrounding floods conceal'd he proves 
be pleaſing tranſport, and compleats his loves. 
en ſoftly ſighing, he the fair addreſt, 

ids he ſpoke her tender hand he preſt. 

al, happy nymph! no vulgar births are ow'd 
(the prolific raptures of a God: 

hen nine times the moon renews her horn, 
o brother heroes ſhall from thee be born; 

ly early care the future worthies claim, 

vpoint them to the arduous paths of fame; 

in thy breaſt th' important truth ccnccal, 
dare the ſecret of a God reveal: 

know, thou Neptune vie w'ſt! and at my nod 


vod, M trembles, and the waves confeſs their God. 


F 2 
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He added not, but mounting ſpurn'd the plain, 
Then plung'd into the chambers of the main. 
Now in the time's full proceſs forth ſhe brings 
Jov's dread vicegerents, in two future kings; 
O'er proud Iolcos Pelias ſtretch'd his reign, 
And god-like Neleus rul'd the Pylian plain: 
Then fruitful, to her Cretheus” royal bed 
She gallant Pheres and fara'd ÆEſon bred: 
From the ſame fountain Amythacon roſe, 
Pleas'd with the din of war, and noble ſhout of foes, 
There mov'd Antiope with haughty charms, 
Who bleſt th* almighty thund'rer in her arms: 
Hence ſprung Amphion, hence brave Zethus came, 
Founders of Thebes, and men of mighty name; 
Tho? bold in open field, they yet ſurround 
The town with walls, and mound inje& on mound; 
Here ramparts ſtood, there tow'rs roſe high in air, 
And there thro' ſeven wide portals ruſh'd the war, 
There with ſoft ſtep the fair Alcmena trod, 
Who bore Alcides to the thund'ring God; 
And Megara who charm'd the ſon of Jove, 
And ſoften'd his ſtern foul to tender love, 
Sullen and four with difcontented mien 
Jocaſta frown'd, th” inceſtuous Theban queen; 
With her own fon ſhe join'd in nuptial bands, 
Tho? father's blood imbru'd his murd'rous hands: 
The Gods and men the dire offence deteſt, 
The Gods with all thcir furies rend his breaſt: 
In lofty Thebes he wore th” imperial crown, 
A pompuous wretch! accurs'd upon a throne, 
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he wife ſelf- murder'd from a beam depends, 
nd her foul ſoul to blackett hell deſcends; 
kence to her ſon the choiceſt plagues ſhe brings, 
1 the fiends haunt him with a thouſand (tings, 
And new the beautcous Chloris I deſery. 
lovely ſhade, Amphion's youngeſt joy! 
ich piſts unnumber'd Nelers fought her arms, 
Ir paid too dearly for unequall'd charms; 
reat in Orchomenos, in Pylos great, 
e ſway'd the ſcepter with imperial ilate. 
bree gailant ſons the joyful monarch told, 
ge Neſtor, Periclemus the bold. 
nd Chronius laſt; But of the ſofter race, 
ne nymph alone, a miracle of grace. 
ings on their thrones for lovely Pero burn, 
ne fire denics, and kings rejected moui n. 
ohim alone the beauteovs prize he yields, 
hoſe arm ſhould raviſh from Phylacian ficlds 
be herds of Iphyclus, detain'd in wrong; 
id. furious herds, unconquerably ſtrong ! 
lis dares a ſcer, but nought the ſeer prevails, 
bezuty's cauſe illuſtriouſly he fat!s; 
s:lve moons the foe the captive youth detains 
painful dungeons, and coercive chains; 
de foe at laſt, from durance where he lay, 
art revering, gave him back to day; 
on by prophetic knowledge, to fulfill 
ie ſlesdfaſt purpoſe of th* almighty will. 
Wich graceful port advancing now | ſpy'd - 
a the fair, the god-like Tyndar's bride; 
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Hence Pollux ſprung who wields with furious ſway Ind n. 


The dreadful gauntlet, matchleſs in the fray ; d Ar 
And Caſtor glorious on th' embattled plain he rc 
Curbs the proud ſteed, reluctant to the rein: e Th 
By turns they viſit this actherial (ky, itt te 
And live alternate, and alternate die: nd to 
In hell beneath, on earth, in heav'n above here 
Reign the tv in- Gods, the fav'rite ſors of ove, he G 
There Ephimedia trod the gloowy plain, The 


Who charm'd the monarch of the boundleſs main; Meere 
Hence Fphialtes, hence ſtern Otus fprung, 

More fierce than giants, more than giants ſtrong; 
The earth o'erburthen'd groan'd beneath their weigl 
None but Orion e'er ſurpaſs'd their height: 

The wond'rous youths had ſcarce nine winters told, 
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When high in air tremenduous to behold, I you 
Nine ells aloft they rear'd their tow'ring head, 0 lan 
And full nine cubits broad their ſhoulders ſpread, He c 
Proud of their ſtrength and more than mortal ſize, {Wi voi; 
The Gods they challenge, and affect the ſkies Till rit 
Heav'd on Olympus tott'ring Offa ſtood; etel1? 
On Oſſa, Pelion nods with ail his wood : he 
Such were thy youths! had they to manhood grown, to“: 
Almighty Jove had trembled on his throne, Is eon 
But eie the harveſt of the beard began manl. 
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To briftie on the chin, and promiſe man, 

His ſhafts Apollo aim'd ; at once they ſound, 

And ſtretch the giant- moi ſters o'er the ground. 
There mournful Phaedra with ſad Procris moves 

Both beautcous ſhades, both hapleſs in their loves; 
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d near them walk'd, with ſolemn pace and flow, 
d Ariadne, partner of their woe; 

he royal Minos Ariadne bred, 

: Theſens lov'd ; from Crete with Theſeus fled; 


lit to the Dian iſle the hero flies, 


nd tow'rds his Athens bears the lovely prize; 

here Bacchus with fierce rage Diana fires, 

he Goddeſs aims her ſhaft, the nywrh expires. 
There Clymene and Mera | behold, 

here Eriphyle weeps, who locſcly fold 

lord, her honour, for the luſt of gold. 

t ſhould 1 all recount, the night would fail, 

nequal to the melancholy tale: 

d all-compoſing reſt my nature craves, 

re in the court, or yonder on the waves; 

you | truſt, and in the heav'nly pow'rs, 

oland Ulyfles on his native ſhores. 

He ceas'd : but left ſo charming on their ear 

s voice, that Iiſt'ning ſtill they ſeem'd to hear. 

[il riüng up, Arete filence broke, 

tcl'd out her ſnowy hand, and thus ſhe ſpoke: 
hat wond' rous man heav'n ſends us in our gueſt} 
iro” all his woes the hero ſhines confeſt; 

ls comely port, his ample frame expreſs 

manly air. majeſtic in diſtreſs, 

, as my gueſt, is my peculiar care, 

w ſhare the pleaſure, —then in bounty ſhare; 

north in miſery a rev "rence pay, 

id with a gen'rous hand reward his ſtay; 

a lince kind heav'n with wealth our realm has bleſt, 
ic it to heay'n, by aiding the diſtreſt. 
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Then ſage Echeneus, whoſe grave, rev'rend broy 


The hand of time had filver'd o'er with ſnow, 
Mature in wiſdom roſe: Your words, he cries, 
Demand obedience, for your words are wiſe, 
But let our king direct the glorious way 
To gen'rous acts; our part is to obey. 
While life informs theſe limbs (the king reply'd) 

Well to deſc rve, be all my cares employ'd: 
But here this night the royal gueſt detain, 
Till the ſun flames along th' actherial pia: 
Be it my taſk to fend with ample ſtores 
The ſtranger from our hoſpitable ſhores: 
Tread you my ſteps! ' Lis mine to lead the race, 
The firſt in glory, as the filt in place. 

To whom the prince: this night with joy I ſtay, 
O monarch great in virtue as in ſway ! 
If thou the circling year my ſtay controul, 


Joo raiſe a bounty noble as thy foul ; 


The circling year I wait, with ampler ftores 
And fitter pomp to hail my native ſhores : 

Then by my realms due homage would be paid; 
For wealthy kings are loyally obey'd! 

O king! for ſuch thou art, and ſure thy blood 
Thro? veins (he cry'd) of royal father's flow'd; 
Unlike thoſe vagrants who on falſhood live, | 
Skill'd in ſmooth tales, and artful to deceive; 
Thy better ſoul abhors the liar's part, 

Wile is thy voice, and noble is thy heart. 
Thy words like muſic ev'ry breaſt controul, 


Steal thro” the year, and win upon the foul ; 
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{, as ſome ſong divine, thy ſtory flows, 

or better could the muſe record thy woes. 

But ſay, upon the dark and diſmal coaſt, 

«'{t thou the worthies of the Grecian hoſt? 

he god-like leaders who in battle ſlain, 

ell befcre Troy, and nobly pr̃eſt the plain? 

Ind lo! a length of night behind remains, 

he ev\ning ſtars ſtill mount th” etherial plains. 
hy tale with raptures I could hear thee tell, 

hy woes on earth, the wond'rous ſcenes in hell, 
ill in the vault of heav'n the ſtars decay, 

lud the ſky reddens with the riſing day. 

0 worthy of the pow'r the Gods aſſign'd, 
yſſes thus replies) a king in mind! 

lace yet the early hour of night allows 

ime for diſcourſe, and time for ſoft repoſe, 
{ſcenes of miſery can entertain, 

Voes | unfold, of woes a diſmal train. 

repare to hear of murder and of blood; 

If god-like heroes who uninjur'd ſtood 

midit a war of ſpears in foreign lands, 

let bled at home, and bled by female hands. 

Now ſummon'd Proſerpine to hell's black hall 
The heroine ſhades ; they vanifh'd at her call; 
When lo! advanc'd the forms of heroes ſlain 
yſtern Egyſthus, a majeſtic train. 

In! high above the reſt, Attides preſt the plain. 

c quaff'd the gore: and ſtraight his ſoldier knew, 
Ind from his eyes pour'd down the tender dew ; 
isarms he ſtretch'd; his arms the touch deccive, 
or in the fond embrace, embraces give: 
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His ſubſtance vaniſh'd, and his ſtrength decay d,. Ir rere 
Now all Atrides is an empty ſhade. wile a 

Mov'd at the fight, I for a ſpace reſign'd In in! 
To ſoft affliction all my manly mind; bows in 
At laſt with tears O what relentleſs doom, e groa 
Imperial phantom, bow'd thee to the tomb? nd o'er 
Say while the ſea. and while the tempeſt raves, r brea 
Has fate oppreſs'd thee in the roaring waves, e blze 
Or nobly ſciz'd thee in the dire alarms ten thi 
Of war and ſlaughter, and the claſh of arms? rſwor 

The ghoſt returns: O chief of human kind ar did 
For active courage and a patient mind; &cen 
Nor while the ſea, nor while the tempeſt raves, roma 
Has fate oppreſs d me on the roaring waves! bent, 2 
Nor nobly ſeiz'd me in the dire alarms, (ſuch 
Of war and ſlaughter, and the claſh of arms, aro” th 
Stab'd by a murd'rous hand Atrides dy'd, !Ih 
A foul adult'rer, and a faithleſs bride; | meet 
Ev'n in my mirth and at the friendly feaſt, luſive | 
O'cr the full bow], the traitor ſtab'd his gueſt; e perj1 
Thus by the gory arm of ſlaughter falls ( hou 
The ſtately ox, and bleeds within the ſtalls, ne Cl; 
But not with me the direful murder ends, 0 inju 
Theſe, theſe expir'd! their crime, they were my friend y ir 
Thick as the boars, with ſome luxurious lord roma 
Kills for the feaſt, to crown the nuptial board. u Gree 
When war has thunder'd with its loudeſt ſtorms, „Warn 
Death thou haſt ſcen in all her ghaſtly forms; . W'truſt 
In duel met her, on the liſted ground, den eat 
When hand to hand they wound return for wound; Wil! fo, 
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t never have thy eyes aſtoviſh'd view'd 
ile a deed, ſo dire a ſcene of blood. 

n in the flow of joy, when now the bowl 
bys in our veins, and opens ev'ry ſoul, 

e groan, we faint; with blood the dome is dy'd, 
x o'er the pavement fluats the dreadful tyde —— 
r breaſt all gore, with lamentable cries, 

bleeding innocent Caſſandra dies! 

ten tho? pale death froze cold in ev'ry vein, 
rſxord I ſtrive to wield, but ftrive in vain; 

x did my trait'reſs wife theſe eye-lids cloſe, 
&cently in death my lim bs compoſe. 

roman, woman, when to ill thy mind 

bent, all hel! contains no fouler fiznd: 

(ſuch was mine! who baſely plung'd her ſword 
iro! the fond boſom where ſhe reign'd ador'd! 
s! I hop'd, the toils of war o'ercome, 

meet ſoft quiet and repoſe at home; 

five hope! O wife, thy deeds diſgrace 

e perjur'd ſex, and blacken all the race; 

{ ſhould poſterity one virtuous find, 

me Clytemneſtra, they will curſe the kind. 

0 injur'd ſhade, I cry'd, what mighty woes 

thy imperial race from woman roſe! 

woman here thou treadꝰſt this mournful ſtrand, 
u Greece by woman lies a deſert land. 
Varn'd by my ills beware, the ſhade replies, 
r truſt the ſex that is ſo rarely wiſe; 

den earneſt to explore thy ſecret breaſt, 

old ſome trifle, but conceal the reſt, 
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But in thy conſort ceaſe to fear a foe, 

For thee ſhe feels ſincerity of woe: 

When Troy firit bled beneath the Grecian arms 
She ſhone unrival'd with a blaze of charms, 
Thy infant ſon her fragrant boſom preſt, 

Hung at her knee, or wanton'd at her breaſt; 
But now the years a num'rous train have ran; 
The blooming boy is ripen'd into man ; 

Thy eyes ſhall ſee him burn with noble fire, 
The ſire ſhall bleſs the ſon, the ſon his fires 

But my Oreſtes never met theſe eyes, 

Without one look the murder'd tather dies; 
Then from a wretchcd friend this wiſdom learn, 
Ev'n to thy queen diſguis'd, unknown, return; 
For ſince of wominkind ſo few ar: juſt, 

Think all are falſe, nor ev'n the faichful truſt, 

But ſay, reſides my ſon in royal port, 

In rich Orchomenos, or Sparta's court? 
Or ſay in Pyle? for yet he views the light, 
Nor glides a phantom thro? the realms of night. 

Then t: thy ſuit is vain, nor can I ſay 
If yct he breathes in realms of chearful day; 
Or pale or wan beholds theſe nether ſkies? 
Truth I revere: for wiſdom never lies. 

Thus in a tide of tcars our ſortows flow, 
And add new horrour to the realms of woe; 
Till fide by fide along the dreary coaſt 
Advanc'd Achilles'“ and Patroclus' ghoſt, 

A friendly pair! near theſe the * Pylian ſtray'd, 
And tow'ring Ajax, an illuſtrious ſhade! 
* Antilochus, | 
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ir was his joy, and pleas'd with loud alarms, 

one but Pelides brighter ſhone in arms. 

Thro' the thick gloom his friend Achilles knew, 

1d as he ſpeaks the tears deſcend'in dew. 

Com'ſt thou alive to view the Stygian bounds, 

here the wan Spectres walk eternal rounds ; 

or fear 'ſt the dark and diſmal waſte to tread, 

irong'd with pale ghoſts, familiar with the dead? 

To whom with ſighs: I paſs theſe dreadful gates 

o ſeek the Theban, and conſult the fates: 

ir till diſtreſt I rove from coaſt to coaſt, 

iſt to my friends, and to my country loſt, 

: ſure the eye of time beholds no name 

leſt as thine in all the rolls of fame; 

ire we hail'd thee with our guardian Gods, 

dead, thou rul'ſt a king in theſe abodes. 

Talk not of ruling in this dol'rous gloom, 

think vain words (he cry'd) can eaſe my doom, 
W'icr | chooſe laboriouſly to bear 

right of woes, and brearhe the vital air, 
e to ſome poor hind that toils for bread; 

reign the ſcepter'd monarch of the dead, 
Wy, it in my ſteps my ſon proceeds, 
iemulates his god-like father's deeds? 
be claſh of arms, and ſhout of foes, 
tl his bold heart, his boſom nobly glows? 1 
Wi ny fire, the rev'rend Peleus reigns |} 
in his Phthia, and his throne maintains; || { 
and old, my youthful arm demands, 
i the ſcepter ſteadfaſt in his hands? 
YL. II. G 8 
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O might the lamp of life rekindled burn, 

And death releaſe me from the ſilent urn! 

This arm that thunder'd o'er the Phrygian plain, 

And ſuell'd the ground with mountains of the flain, 

Should vindicate my injur'd father's fame, 

Cruſh the proud rebel, and aſſert his claim. 
IIluſtrious ſhade, (I cry'd) of Peleus? fates 

No cireumſtance the voice of fame relates: 

But hear with pleas'd attention the renown, 

The wars and wiſdom of thy gallant fon : 

With me from Scyros to the ficld of fame 

Radiant in arms the blooming hero came. 

When Greece aſſembled all her hundred ſtates 

To ripen counſels and decide debates; 

Heav'ns! how he charm'd us with a flow of ſenſe, 

And won the heart with manly eloquence! 

He firſt was ſeen of all the peers to riſe, 

'The third in wiſdom where they all were wiſe; 

But when to try the fortune of the day, 

Hoſt mov'd tow'rd hoſt in terrible array, 

Before the van, impatient for the fight, 

With martial port he ſtrod and ſtern delight; 

Heaps ſtrew'd on heaps bencath his falchion groan'd, 

And monuments of dead deform'd the ground. 

The time would fail ſhould I in order tell 

What foes were vanquiſh'd, and what numbers fell: 

How, loſt thro? love, Eurypylus was ſlain, 

And round him bled his bold Cetaean train. 

'To Troy no hero came of nobler line, 

Or if of nobler, Memnon, it was thine, 
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When Illion in the horſe receiv'd her doom, 

nd unſeen armies ambuſh'd in its womb; 
reece gave her latent warriours to my care, 

was mine on Troy to pour th' imprifon'd war: 

hen when the boldeſt boſom beat with fear, 

'hen the ſtern eyes of heroes dropp'd a tear; - 
elce in his look his ardent valour glow'd, 
luſh'd in his cheek, or fally'd in his blood; 
idignant in the dark receſs he ſtands, 
ants for the battle, and the war demands; 
lis voice breathes death, and with a martial air 
e graſp'd his ſword, and ſhook his glitt'ring ſpear, 
nd when the Gods our arms with conqueſt crown'd, 
hen Troy's proud bulwarks ſmok'd upon the ground, 
reece to reward her ſoldiers gallant toils, 
epd high his navy with unnumber'd ſpoils. 

Thus great in glory from the din of war 
{ he return'd, without one hoſtile fear; 
60! ſpears in iron tempeſts rain'd around, 
tt innocent they play'd, and guiltleſs of a wound. 
While yet 1 ſpoke, the ſhade with tranſport glow'd, 
oc in his majeſty, and nobler trod; 
"1 haughty ſtalk he ſought the diſtant glades 
| varriour kings, and join'd th” illeftrious ſhades. 
Now without number ghoſt by ghoſt aroſe, 
lwaling with unutterable woes. 
lone, apart, in diſcontented mood 
goomy ſhade, the ſullen Ajax ſtood ; 
ever ſad with proud diſdain he pin'd, 
che loſt arms for ever ſtung his mind; 
| G 2 
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Tho? to the conteſt Thetis gave the laws, 

And Pallas, by the Trojans, judg'd the cauſe, 
Or why was l victorious in the ſtrife; 

O dear-bought honour with ſo brave a life! 
With him the ſtrength of war. the ſoldiers pride, 
Our ſecond hope to great Achilles dy'd! 
Touch'd at the ſight from tears I ſcarce refrain, 
And tender ſorrow thrills in ev'ry vein; 

Penſive and ſad I ſtand, at length accoſt, 

With accents mild th” inexorable ghoſt. 

Still burns thy rage? and can brave ſouls reſent 
Ev'n after-death? relent, great ſhade, relent ! 
Periſh thoſe arms which by the Gods decree 
Accurs'd our army with the loſs of thee! 

With thee we fell; Greece wept thy hapleſs fates; 
And ſhook aſtoniſh'd thro? her hundred ſtates; 
Not more, when great Achilles preſt the ground, 
And breath'd his manly ſpirit thro? the wound. 

O deem thy fall not ow'd to man's decree, 

Jove hated Greece, and puniſh'd Greece in thee! 
Turn then, oh peaceful turn, thy wrath controul, 
And calm the raging tempeſt of thy ſoul. 
While yet I ſpeak, the ſhade diſdains to ſtay, 
In ſilence turns, and ſullen ſtalks away. 

Touch'd at his ſour. retreat, thro? deepeſt night, 
Thro' hell's black bounds I had purſu'd his flight, 
And forc'd the ſtubborn ſpectre to reply; 

But wondrous viſions drew my curious eye. 
High on a throne tremendous to behold, 
Stern Minos waves a mace of burniſh'd. gold; 
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mund ten thouſand thouſand ſpectres ſtand 

iro! the wide dome of Dis, a trembling band. 
il as they plead, the fatal lots he rolls, 

(ſolves the juſt, and dooms the guilty ſouls, 
There huge Orion of portentous ſize, 

itt thro* the gloom a giant-hunter flies; 
wnd'rous mace of brats with direful ſway 

loft he whirls, to cruſli the ſavage prey; 

ern beaſts, in trains that by his trunchcon fell, 

os grilly forms, ſhoot o'er the lawns of hell. 
There Tityus large and long, in fetters bound, 

erſpreads nine acres of infernal ground; 

w rav'nous vultures, furious for thcir food, 

eam o'er the fiend, and riot in his blood, 

efſant gore the liver in his breaſt, 

immortal liver grows, and gives th*immortal feaſt, 

ras 0'er Panope's enamell'd plains 

ona journey'd to the Pythian fanes. 

th haughty love th' audacious monſter ſtrove 

force the Goddefs, and to rival Jove. ” 

There Tantalus along the Stygian bounds 

us out deep groans; (with groans all hell reſounds) 

n in the circling floods refreſhment craves, 

«pines with thirſt amidſt a ſea of waves: 

den to the water he his lip applies, 

from his lip the treach'rous water flies. 

we, beneath, around his hapleſs head, 

ks of all Kinds delicious fruitage ſpread; 

re fig ſky-dy'd, a purple hue diſcloſe, 

n looks the olive, the pomegranate glows, 
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There dangling pears exalted ſcents unfold, 
And yellow apples ripen into gold; 
The fruit he ſtrives to ſeize: but blaſts ariſe, 
Toſs it om high, and whirl it to the ſkies. 

I turn'd my eye, and as I turn'd ſurvey'd 
A mournful viſion! the Siſyphian ſhade; - 
With many a weary ſtep, and many a groan, 
Up the high hill he heaves a huge round ſtone; 
The huge round ſtone, reſulting with a bound, 


Thunders impetuous down,and ſmokes alungthe groun 


Agair the reſtleſs orb his toil renews, 


Duſt mounts in clouds, and fweet deſcends in deus. 


Now I the ſtrength of Hercules behold, 
A tow'ring ſpectre of gigantic mould, 
A ſhadowy form! for high in heav'n's abodes 
Himſelf reſides, a God among the Gods; 
There in the bright aſſemblies of the ſkies, 
He nectar quaffs, and Hebe crowns his joys. 
Here hov'ring ghoſts, like fowl, his ſhade ſurround, 
And clang their pinions with terrific ſound; 
Gloomy as night he ſtands, in act to throw 
Th aerial arrow from the twanging bow. 
Around his breaſt a wond'rous zone is roll'd, 
Where woodland monſters grin in fretted gold, 
There ſullen lions ſternly ſeem to roar, 
The bear to growl, to foam the tuſky boar, 
There war and havock and deſtruction ſtood, 
And vengeful murder red with human blood. 
Thus terribly adorn'd the figure ſhine, | 
Inimitably wrought with {kill divine. 
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de mighty ghoſt advanc'd with awful look, 
turning his grim viſage, ſternly ſpoke. 
0 exercis'd in grief! by arts refin'd! 
nught to bear the wrongs of baſe mankind! 
ch, ſuch was 1! (till toſt from care to care, 
tike in your world I drew the vital air! 
n I who from the lord of thunder roſe, - 
e toils and dangers, and. a weight of woes; 
2 baſe monarch (till a fave confin'd, 
nbc hardeſt bondage to a gen'rous mind) 
vonn to theſe worlds I trod the diſmal way, 
.I dragg'd the three-mouth'd dog to upper day; 
'n hell I conquered, thro? the friendly aid 
{\aia's offspring and the martial maid, 
Thus he, nor deign'd for our reply to ſtay, 
 tarning ſtalk'd with giant-ſtrides away. 
Curious to view the kings of antient days, 
e mighty dead that live in endleſs praiſe, 
olv'd I ſtand; and haply had ſurvey'd 
ie god-like Theſeus, and Perithous' ſhade; 
t ſwarms of ſpectres roſe from deepeſt hell, 
ih bloodleſs viſage, and with hideous yell, 
ey ſcream, they ſhrick ; ſad groans and diſmal ſounds 
n my ſcar'd cars, and pierce hell's utmoſt bounds, 
more my heart the diſmal din ſuſtains, 
d my cold blood hangs ſaiv'ring in my veins; 
it Gorgon riſing from th? infernal lakes, 
th horrors arm'd, and curls of hiſſing ſnakes, 
ud fix me, ſtiffen'd at the monſtrous ſight, 
ny image, in eternal night! 
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Straight from the direful coaſt to purer air 

I ſpeed my flight, and to my mates repair. 

My mates aſcend the ſhip; they ſtrike their oars; 
The mountains leſſen, and retreat the ſhores ; 
Swift o'er the waves we fly ; the freſh'ning gales 


Sing thro? the ſkrouds, and ſtretch the ſwelling (ails, 
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BOOK XII. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Sirens, Scylla, and Charybdis. 


P relates, how after his return from the ſhades, he 
was ſent by Circe on his voyage, by the coaſt of the 
Sirens, and by the ſtraight of Scylla and Charybdis: 
the manner in which he eſcaped thoſe dangers : how 
leing caſt on the iſland Trinacria, his companions de- 
ſtroyed the oxen of the ſun : the vengeance that follou- 
ed; bow all periſhed by ſhipwreck except himſelf, wha 
ſwimming on the maſt of the ſhip, arrived on the iſland 
if Calypſo. With which bis narration concludes, 


| HUS o'er the rolling ſurge the veſſel flies, 
'Till from the waves th' Zacan hills ariſe, 
re the gay morn reſides in radiant bow rs, 

re keeps her revels with the dancing hours; 

e Phoebus riſing in th” actherial way, 

ry heav'n's bright portals pours the beamy day, 
mce we fix our halſers on the land, 

nee deſcend, and preſs the deſert ſand ; 

re worn and waſted, loſe our cares in ſleep 

hz hoarſe murmurs of the rolling deep. 
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Soon as the morn reſtor'd the day, we pay'd 
Sepulchral honours to Elpenor's ſhade. 
Now by the ax the ruſhing foreſt bends, 
And the huge pile along the ſhore deſcends. 
Around we ſtand a melancholy train, 
And a loud groan re-echoes from the main. 
Fierce o'er the pyre, by fanning breezes ſpread, 
The hungry flame devours the ſilent dead. 
A riſing tomb, the ſilent dead to grace, 
Faſt by the roarings of the main we place; 
The riſing tomb a lofty column bore, 
And high above it roſe the tap'ring oar. 
Meantime the Goddeſs our return ſuryey'd 
From the pale ghoſts, and hell's tremendous ſhade, 
Swift ſhe deſcends; a train of nymphs divine 
Bear the rich viands and the gen'rous wine : 
In act to ſpeak the pow'r of magic ſtands, 
And graceful thus accoſts the liſt'ning bands. 
O ſons of woe! decreed by adverſe fates 
Alive to paſs thro” hell's eternal gates! 
All, ſoon or late, are doom'd that path to tread; 


More wretched you! twice number'd with the dead! 


This day adjourn your cares; exalt your ſouls, 
Indulge the taſte, and drain the ſparkling bowls: 
And when the morn unveils her ſaffron ray, 
Spread your broad fails. and plough the liquid way; 


_ Lol this night, your faithful guide, explain 


Your woes by land, your dangers on the main. 

The Goddeſs ſpoke; in feaſts we waſte the day, 
Till Phoebus downward plung'd his burning ray; 
* Circe, 
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en fable night aſcends, and balmy reſt 

b ev'ry eye, and calms the troubled breaſt, 

en curious ſhe commands me to relate 
e dreadful ſcenes of Pluto's dreary ſtate, 

{at in Glence while the tale | tell, 
e wond'rous viſions, and the laws of hell. 

Then thus: The lot of man the Gods diſpoſe; 
eſe ills are paſt; now hear thy future woes. 
rince attend! ſome fav'ring pow'r be kind, 
print th* important ſtory on thy mind! 
Next, where the Sirens dwell, you plough the ſeas; 
cir ſong is death, and makes deſtruction pleaſe. 
leſt the man, whom muſic wins to ſtay 
the curſt ſhore, and liſten to the lay; 
more that wretch ſhall view the joys of life, 
blooming offspring, or his beauteous wife! 
rerdant meads they ſport, and wide around 
human bones, that whiten all the ground; 
ground polluted floats with human gore, 
{human carnage taints the dreadful ſhore. 
lwift the dang'rous coaſt; let ev'ry ear 
lopp'd againſt the ſong ! 'tis death to hear! 
n to the maſt with chains thyſelf be bound, 
truſt thy virtue to th” enchanting ſound, 
dad with tranſport, freedom thou demand, 
"ry fetter ſtrain'd, and added band to band, 
Theſe ſeas o'erpaſs'd, be wiſe! but I refrain 
nark diſtin& thy voyage o'er the main: 
horrors riſe! let prudence be thy guide, 
guard thy various paſſage thro? the tide. 
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High o'er the main two rocks exalt their brow, In 
The boiling billows thund'ring roll below; 10 
Thro' the vaſt waves the dreadtul wonders move, Wi. 
Hence nam'd erratic by the Gods above. 4 th 
No bird of air, no dove of ſwifteſt wing, fy t] 
That bears anibrohia to th? ae herial king, | the 
Shuns the dire rocks: in vain ſhe cuts the ſkies, re Sc 


The dire rocks meet, and cruſh her as ſhe flies; remet 
Not the fleet bark. when proſp'rous breezes play, Wi:oy: 
Ploughs o'er that roaring ſurge its deſperate way; Me uh 
O'erwhelm'd it ſinks: while round a ſmoke expires, ielve 


And the waves flaſhing ſeem to burn with fires. torr 
Scarce the fam'd Argo paſs'd theſe raging floods, r jaw 
The ſacred Argo, fil!'d with demigods ! voy th 
Ev'n ſhe bad ſunk, but Jove's imperial bride part 
Wing'd her fleet ſail. and puſh'd her o'er the tide, Wer bc, 

High in the air the rock its ſummit ſhrouds, ben (tt 
In brooding tempeſts, and in rolling clouds ; e ſea 
Loud ſtorms around and milts eternal riſe, make 
Beat its bleak brow, and intercept the ſkies. all th 
When all the broad expanſion bright with day e ſwift 
Glows with th' autumnal or the ſummer ray, fills 
The ſummer and the autumn glow in vain, yl 


The ſky for ever low'rs, for ever clouds remain. 
Impervious to the ſtep of man it ſtands, 

Thoꝰ borne by twenty feet,tho%arm'd with twenty ha 
Smooth as the poliſh of the mirrour riſe 

The ſlippery ſides, and ſhoot into the ſkies, 

Full in the center of this rock diſplay'd, 

A yawning cavern calts a dreadful ſhade; 
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ir the fleet arrow from the twanging bow, 

it with full force, could reach the depth below. 

ide to the welt the horrid gulf extends, 

4 the dice paſſage down to hell deſcends, 

iy the dreadful ſight! expand thy fails, 

the ſtrang oar, and catch the nimble gales; 

re Scylla bellows from her dire abodes, 

remendous peſt! abhorr'd by men and gods! 

lous her voice, and with leſs terror roar 

te whelps of lions in the midnight hour. 

xelve feet deform'd and foul the fiend diſpreads; 
horrid necks ſhe rears, and ſix terrific heads; 

rjaws grin dreadful with three rows cf teeth; 

wy they ſtand, the gaping den of death; 

parts obſcene the raging billows hide; 

rboſom terribly o'erlooks the tide, 

ten ſtung with hunger ſhe embroils the flood, 

: ſea-dog, and the dolphin are her food; 

makes the huge leviathan her prey, 

dall the monſters of the wat'ry way; 

e ſwifteſt racer of the azure plain 

t{i]!s her ſails and ſpreads her oars in vain; 

Kyla riſes, in her fury roars, 

mee fix mouths expands, at once ſix men devours, 
oſe by, a rock of leſs enormous height 

is the wild waves, and forms a dang'rous ſtreight; 
om its crown a fig's green branches riſe, 
ht a leafy foreſt to the ſkies; | 
th, Charybdis holds her boiſt'rous reign 

it roaring whirlpools, and abſorbs the main; 
L. II. H * 
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Thrice in her gulfs the boiling ſeas ſubſide, wa 
'Thrice in dire thunders ſhe refunds the tide, 
Oh if thy veſſel plough the direful waves 


When ſeas retreating roar within her caves, bi 
Ye periſh all! tho? he who rules the main 4 
The « 


Lend his ſtrong aid, his aid he lends in vain, 
Ah ſhun the horrid gulf! by Scylla fly, ” 
?Tis better ſix to loſe, than all to die. 

I taen: O nymph propitious to my pray'r, 
Goddeſs divine, my guardian pow'r declare, 
Ts the foul fiend from vengeance freed? 
Or if I riſe in arms, can Scylla bleed? 

Then ſhe: O worn by toils, oh broke in fight, 
Still are new toils and war thy dire delight? 
Will martial flames for ever fire thy mind, 
And never, never be to heav'n reſign'd? 
How vein thy efforts to avenge the wrong? 
Deathleſs the peſt! impenetrably ſtrong ! 
Furious and fell, tremendous to behold! 
Ev'n with a look ſhe withers all the bold! 
She mocks the weak attempts of human might; 
O fly her rage! thy conqueſt is thy flight. 
If but to ſeize thy arms thou mak'(t delay, 
Again the fury vindicates her prey, 
Her ſix mouths yawn, and ſix are ſnatch'd away. 
From her foul womb Crataeis gave to air 
This dreadful peſt! To her direct thy pray r, 
To curb the monſter in her dire abodes, 
And guard thee thro” the tumult of the floods. 
Thence to Trinacria's ſhore you bend your way, 
Where graze thy herds, illuſtrious ſource of day: 
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4n herds, ſev'n flocks enrich the ſacred plains, 
ch herd, each flock full fifty heads contains; 
he wond' rous kind a length of age ſurvey, 
breed encreaſe not, nor by death decay. 
[xo ſiſter Goddeſſes poſſeſs the plain, 
he conſtant guardians of the woolly train; 
mpetie fair, and Phaethuſa young, 
om Phoebus and the bright Neaera ſprung : 
ere watchful o'er the flocks, in ſhady bow'rs 
Ind flow'ry meads they waſte the joyous hours, 
ob not the God! and fo propitious gales 
tend thy voyage, and impel thy fails; 
it if thy impious hands the flocks deſtroy, 
he Gods, the Gods avenge it, and ye die! 
[is thine alone, (thy friends and navy loſt) 
ro” tedious toils to view thy native coaſt. 
She ceas'd: and now aroſe the morning ray; 
lt to ner dome the Goddeſs held her way. 
in to my mates I meaſur'd back the plain, 
nd'd the tall bark, and ruſh'd into the main; 
kn bending to the ſtroke, their oars they drew 
their broad breaſts, and ſwift the galley flew. 
Mprung a briſker breeze; with freſhning galcs 
e friendly Goddeſs ſtretch'd the ſwelling ſails; 
drop our oars; at eaſe the pilot guides; 
te veſſel light along the level glides. 
en riſing ſad and ſlow, with penſiye look, 
us to the melancholy train I fpoke: 
friends, oh ever partners of my woes, 
ad while I what heav 'H foredooms diſcloſe, 
H 2 | 
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Hear all! Fate hangs o'cr a!l! on you it lics 
To live, or periſh! to be ſafe, be wiſe! 
In flow'ry meads the iportive Sirens play, 
Touch the ſoft lyre, and tune the vocal lay; 
Me, me alone, with fetters firmly bound, 
The Gods allow to hear the dang'rous ſound, 
Hear and obey: if freedom 1 demand, 
Be ev'ry fetter ſtrain'd, be added band to band, 
While yet I ſpeak the winged galley flics, 
And lo! the Siren ſhores like miſts zrite. 
Sunk were at once the winds; the air above, 
And waves below, at once forgot to move! 
Some daemon calm'd the air, and ſmooth'd the deep, 
Huſh'd the loud winds, and charm'd the waves to llec 
Now ev'ry fail we furl, each oar we ply ; 


 Laſh'd by the ſtroke the frothy waters fly. 


The ductile wax with buſy hands I mould, 

And cleft in fragments, and the fragments roll'd; 

Th' aerial region now grew warm with day, 

The wax difloly'd beneath the burning ray; 

Then ev'ry car I barr'd againſt the (train, 

And from exceſs of plirenzy lock'd the brain. 

Now round the maſt my mates the fetters roll'd, 

And bound me limb by limb, with fold on fold; 

Then bending to the ſtroke, the active train 

lunge all at once their oars, and cleave the main. 
While to the ſhore the rapid veſſel flies, 

Our ſwift approach the Siren quire deſcrics 

Celeſtial muſic warbles from their tongue, 


And thus the ſwift deluders tune the ſong. 
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0 tay, oh pride of Greece. Ulyſſes ay ! 
) ceaſe thy courſe, and liſten to our lay ! 
eſt is the man ordain'd our voice to hear, 

ne ſong inſtructs the ſoul, and charms the ear, 
proach ! thy ſoul ſhall into raptures riſe! 
»roack ! and learn new wiſdom from the wiſe! 
e know whate'er the Kings of mighty name 
chizv'd at Ilion in the field of feme; 

Clzte'er beneath the ſun's bright journey lies, 
) ſay and learn new wiſdom from the wile! 

Thus the ſweet charmers warbled o'er the main; 
ly foul takes wing to meet the heav'nly itrain ; 
ive the ſign, and ſtruggle to be free: 
ift row my mates, and ſhoot along the ſea 
ew chains they add, and rapid urge the way, 

ll dying off, the diſtant ſounds decay: 
Then ſcudding ſwiftly from the dang'rous ground, 
The deafen'd ear unlock'd, the chains unbourd. 

Now zl] at once tremendous ſcenes unfold; 
Hunder'd the deeps, the ſmoking billows roll'd! 
lumnultuous waves embroil'd the bellowing flood, 
trembling, deafen'd, and aghaſt we ſtood! 
more the veſſel plough'd the dreadful wave, 
er ſciz'd the mighty, and unnerv'd the brave; 

an dropp'd his oar : but ſwift from man to man 

il look ſerene [ turn'd, and thus began. 
:rends! oh often try'd in adverſe ſtorms! 

i ills familiar in more dreadful forms! 

ed in the dire Cyclopean den you lay, 

tale rctun'd—Ulyſls led the Way. 

- 2-2 
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Learn courage hence! and in my care confide: Then t. 
Lo! ſlill the ſame Ulyfles is your guide! he Tol 
Attend my words! your oars inceſſant ply; bey to 
Strain ev'ry nerve, and bid the veſſcl fly. ke wa 
If from yon” juſtling rocks and wavy war ternal 
Jove ſafety grants; he grants it to your care. I big 
And thou whoſe guiding band directs our way, Fhen i 


Filot, attentive liſten and obey ! e drai 

Bear wide thy courſe, nor plough thoſe angry waves Nee rac 

V here rolls yon” ſmoke, yon' tumbling ocean raves; 

Steer by the higher rock; leſt whirl'd around 

We ſink, beneath the circling eddy drow n'd. 
While yet I ſpeak, at once their oars they ſeize, 

Stretch to the ſtroke, and bruſh the working ſeas, 

Cautious the name of Scylla I ſuppreſt; 

That dreadful found had chill'd the boldeſt breaſt, 
Meantime forgetful of the voice divine, 

All dreadful bright my limbs in armour ſhine 

High on the deck I take my dang'rous ſtand, 

Two glitt'ring jav'lins lighten in my hand; 
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Prepar'd to whirl the whizzing ſpear I ſtay, fh fra 
Till the fell fiend ariſe to ſcize. her prey. Ide 
Around the dungeon, ſtudious to behold the fo 
The hideous peſt, my labouring eyes I roll'd; 2:nt t 
In vain! the diſmal dungeon dark as night the wi 
Veils the dire monſter, and confounds the fight. Uthe 
Now thro” the rocks, appal'd with deep diſmay, Won as 
We bend our courſe, and (tem the delp*rate way; ger, 1 
Dire Scylla there a ſecne of horror forms, vr 
u 


And here Charybdis fills the deep with Nurmss 
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Ven the tide ruſhes from her rumbling caves 
he rough rock roars; tumultuous boils the waves; 
bey toſs, they foam, a wild confuſion raiſe, 
ke waters bubbling o'er the fiery blaze; 
ral miſts obſcure th' aerial plain, 
d high above the rock ſhe ſpouts the main; 
hen in her gulphs the ruſhing fea ſubſides, 
rains the ocean with the refluent tives: 
be rock rebeliows with a thund'ring found; 
„. wondrous deep below, appears the ground. 
tuck with deſpair, with tren bling hearts we view's 
de yawning dungeon, and the tumbling flood, 
hen lo! fierce Scylla ſtoop'd to ſeize her prey, 
nich' d her dire jaws, and ſwept fix men away; 
licks of renown ! loud echoing ſhrieks ariſe; 
urn and view them quivering in the ſkies; 
ey call, and aid with out-ſtretch'd arms implore : 
vain they call! thoſe arms are ſtretch'd no more. 
from ſome rock that overhangs the flood, 
e lilent fiſher caſts th” inſidious food, 
ib fraudful care he waits the finny prize, 
adden lifts it quivering to the ſkies: 
de foul monſter lifts her prey on high, 
ant the wretches ſtruggling in the ſky; 
ine wide dungeon ſhe devours her food, 
the floh trembles while ſhe churns the blood. 
um as lam with griefs, with care decay'd; 
ger, I never, ſcene ſo dire ſurvey'd ! 
ſa ring blood, congeal'd, forgot to flow; 
all ſtood, a monument of wos! 
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Now from the rocks the rapid veſlel flies, \ ho 
And the hoarſe din like diſtant thunder dics; lud to 
To Sol's bright iſle our voyage we purſue, ho? 
And now the glitt'ring mountains riſe to view. o len 
There ſacred to the radiant God of day, ben \ 
Graze the fair herds, the flocks promiſcucus ſtray; Whe:t t 
Then ſuddenly was heard along the main ale y 
To low the ox, to bleat the woolly train: beds h 
Straight to my anxious thoughts the ſound convey'l WM (144, 
The words of Circe and the Theban ſhade ; will 
Warn's by their awful voice theſe ſhores to ſhun, To 
With cautious fears oppreit, I thus begun. ultra 
O friends! oh ever exercis'd in care! it yon 
Hear heav'n's commands, and rev'rence what ye bewüheſt tl 
To fly theſe ſhores the preſcient Theban ſhade tent, 
And Cicce warn! O be their voice obey'd: Circe 
Some mighty woe relentleſs heav 'n forebodes: Thus 
Fly theſe dire regions, and revere the Gods! ith ha 
While yet I ſpoke, a ſudden ſorrow ran ben w' 
Thro' ev'ry breaſt, and ſpread from man to man, iy ry, 
Till wrathful thus Eurylochus began. ley fe, 
O cruel thou! ſome fury ſure has ſteel'd 0 for | 
That ſtubborn ſoul, by toil untaught to yield! Ir ceaſe 
From ſleep debarr'd, we fink from woes to woes; ſxeet f 
And cruel, envieſt thou a ſhort repoſe? Now t 
Still muſt we reſtleſs rove, new ſeas explore, Uſettit 
The ſun deſcending, and ſo near the ſhore? den, at 
And lo! the night begins her gloomy reign, K clouc 
And doubles all the terrors of the main. e moo! 


Oft” in the dead of night loud winds ariſe, I: as C2 
Lech the wild ſurge, and bluſter in the Kies; 


: ould the ficree ſouth-weſt his rage diſplay, 
In; tols with rifing ſtorms the wat'ry way, 

o' Gods deſcend from heav'n's aerial plain 
o lend us aid, the Gods deſcend in vain: 

zen while the night diſplays her awful ſhade, 
ect tim? of flumber ! be the night obey'd! 

ale ye to land! and when the morning ray 


eds her bright beams, purſue the deſtin'd way. 


golden joy in ev'ry boſom roſe; 

xili'd ſome daemon, miniſter of woes! 

To whom with grief O ſwift to be undone, 
nfrain'd I aft what wiſdom bids me ſhun. 
vonder herds, and yonder flocks forbear ; 
teſt the heav'ns, and call the Gods to hear: 
tent, an innocent repaſt diſplay, 

Circe giv'n, and fly the dang'rous prey. 
Thus I: and while to ſhore the veſſel flies, 
it hands uplifted they atteſt the ſkies : 

ben where a fountain's gurgling waters play, 
ly rulh to land, and end in feaſts the day: 


r ceaſe the tears, till each in ſlumber ſhares 
lxeet forgetfulneſs of human cares. 


Iſetting ſtars roll'd down the azure plain: 


«clouds and double darkneſs veil the ſkies ; 
W- noon, the ſtars, the bright aetherial hoſt 
a as extinct, and all their ſplendours loſt; 
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icy feed ; they quaff; and now (their hunger fled) 
for their friends devour d, and mourn the dead. 


Now far the night advanc'd her gloomy reign, 


en, at the voice of Jove, wild whirlwinds riſe, 


3g 


— — — 


go HOMER's ODYSSEY, XII. 333. 


H 

The furious tempeſt roars with dreadful ſound : 0 fr 
Air thunders, rolls the ocean, groans the ground, FR 
All night it rag'd; when morning roſe, to land TW 
We hau!'d our bark, and moor'd it on the ſtrand, „ hut 
Where in a beautcous grotto's cool receſs r 
Dance the green Nereids of the neighb'ring ſeas. Ig. 
There while the wild winds whiltled o'er the mat uo ſci 
Thus careful 1 addreſt the liit'ning train, ON 
O friends be wiſe! nor dare the flocks deſtroy mw 
Of theſe fair paſtures : if ye ti uch, ye die. Pho, 
Warn'd by the high command of heav'n, be ad; I hon 
Holy the flocks, and dreadtul is the God! | "2X 
That God who ſpreads the radiant beams of light, WF, te 
And views wide earth and heav'n's unmeaſur'd heig 8 
And now the moon had run her monthly round, Tuns 
The ſouth-eaſt bluſt'ring with a dreadful ſound; 1 
Unhurt the beeves, untouch'd the wool!y train 1 {ut 
Low thro” the grove, or range the flow'ry plain: 1 
Then fail'd our food; then fiſh we made our prey, W:: POE 
Or foul that ſcreaming haunt the wat'ry way. Les 
Till now from ſea or flood no ſuccour found, With 
Famine and meagre want beſicg'd vs round, rthe 
Penſive and pale from grove to grove | ſtray'd, ethic] 
From the loud ſtorms to find a ſilvan ſhade; 1 U 0 
There ober my hands the living wave | pour; ter. i. 
And heav'n and heav'n's immortal thrones adore, . _ 
To calm the roarings of the ſtormy main, hig! 
And grant me peaceful to my realms again. ky roa 
Then o'er my eyes the Gods ſoft fiumber ſhed, Twas 
While thus Eurylochus ariſing ſaid. to tl. 


10 
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0 friends, a thouſand ways frail mortals lead 
the cold tomb, and dreadful all to tread; 

it dreadful moſt, when by a flow decay 
hunger waſtes the manly ſtrength away. 

by ceaſe ye then t' implore the pow'rs above, 
offer hecatombs to thund'ring Jove? 

iy ſcize ye not yon” beeves, and fleecy prey? 
e unanimous; ariſe and flay ! 

if the Gods ordain a ſafe return, 

\ Phoebus ſhrines ſhall riſe, and altars burn. 

: hould the pow'rs that o'er mankind preſide, 
ree to plunge us in the whelming tide, 

ter to ruſh at once to ſhades below, 

an linger life away, and nouriſh woe! 

Taus he: the beeves around ſecurely ſtray, 
en ſwift to ruin they invade the prey; 

ey ſeize, they kill! but for the rite divine, 

e barley fail'd, and for libations, wine. 

it from the oak they ſtrip the ſhady pride; 
crerdant leaves the flow'ry cake ſupply'd. 
Vith pray'r they now addreſs th” aetherial train, 
the ſelected beeves, and flay the ſlain: 
thighs, with fat involv'd, divide with art, 
* o'er with morſels cut from ev'ry part. 
ter, inſtead of wine, is brought in urns, 
pour'd profanely as the victim burns. 

ethighs thus offer'd, and the entrails dreſt, 

ex roaſt the fragments, and prepare the feaſt. 
Twas then ſoft ſlumber fled my troubled brain 
ito the bark I ſpeed along the main, 
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When lo! an odour from the feaſt exhales, 
Spreads o'er the coaſt, and ſcents the the tainted gil 
A chilly fear congeal'd my vital blood, 


And thus obteſting heav'n I mourn'd aloud. * gu 
O fire of men and Gods, immortal Jove! nin 
Oh all ye bliſsful pow'rs that reign above! The {« 
Why were my cares beguil'd in ſhort repoſe? in d 
O fatal ſlumber, paid with laſting woes! Vith 
A deed ſo dreadful all the Gods alarms, 008d 
Vengeance is on the wing, and heav'n in arms! alt fi 
Meantime Lampetie mounts the acrial way, ad al 
And kindles into rage the God of day: * 
e 


Vengeance ye pow'rs, (he crics) and thou whoſe ha 
Aims the red bolt, and hurls the writhen brand! 
Slain are thoſe herds which 1 with pride ſurvey, 
Vi hen thro” the ports of heav'n I pour the day, 
Or deep in occan plunge the burning ray. 
Vengeance, ye Gods! or I the ſkies forego, 

And bear the lamp of heav'n to ſhades below. 

To whom the thund'ring pow'r: O ſource of da; 
Whoſe radiant lamp adorns the azure way, 

Still may thy beams thro? heav'n's bright portals rik 


1 
Mt e 


The joy of earth, and glory of the ſkies; fork 
Lo! my red arm I bear, my thunders guide, = 
To daſh th' offenders in the u helming tide. aich 
Io fair Calypſo from the bright abodes, 5 l 
Laar 


Hermes convey'd theſe councils of the Gods. 
Meantime from man to man my tongue exclaims 

My wrath is kindled, and my ſoul in flames. 

In vain! T view perform'd the direful deed, 

Beeves, lain by heaps, along the ocean bleed. 


pull rec 


lor, 
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Now heav'n gave ſigns of wrath, along the ground 


1 the raw hides, and with a bellowing ſound 


dear d the dead limbs; the burning entiails groan'd. 9 


x guilty days my wretched mates employ 

1 impious feaſting, and unhallow'd joy; 

he ſeventh aroſe, and now the ſire of gods 

&in'd the rough ſtorms, and calm'd the toſſing floods: 
ith ſpeed the bark we climb; the ſpacious ſails | 
05/4 from the yards invite th' impelling gales, 

it ſight of ſhore, along the ſurge we bound, 

ad all above is ſky, and ocean all around! 

ben lo! a murky cloud the thund'rer forms 

ill o'er our heads, and blackens heav'n with Norms. 
it dweils o'er all the deep: and now out flies | 
ie gl:omy well, and whiſtles in the ſxies. 

Wc 100untain-billows roar! the furious blaſt 
ober the ſhroud, and rends it from the maſt 2 

ie mall gives way, and crackling as it bends, 

urs up the deck; then all at once deſcends: 

e it by the tumbling ruin lain, 

e from the helm, falls headlong in the main. 

im ſove in anger bids his thunders roll, | 
forky lightnings flaſh from pole to pole; 

ger at our heads his deadly bolt he aims, 

ich uncommon wrath, and wrapt in flames: 

on the baik it fell; now high, now low, 

Land retol3'd, it reel'd beneath the blow; 

nce into the main the crew is thook : 

Jurcous odours roſe, and ſmouldring ſmoke, 

for. II. I i 
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Like fou l that haunt the floods, they ſink, they riſe, 


Now loft, now ſeen, with ſhricks and dreadful cries, | 
And ſtrive to gain the bark; but Jove denies. 
Firm at the helm I ſtand, when fierce the main 
Ruſh'd with dire noiſe, and daſh'd the ſides in twain; 
Again impetuous drove the furious blaſt, 

Snapt the ſtrong helm, and bore to ſea the maſt. 
Firm to the malt with cords the helm I bind, 

And ride aloft, to providence reſign'd, 

Thro' tumbling billows, and a war of wind. 

Now ſunk the weft, and now the ſouthern breeze 
More dreadful than the tempeſt, laſh'd the ſeas; 
For on the rocks it bore where Scylla raves, 

And dire Charybdis rolls her thund'ring waves, 
All night I drove; and at the dawn of day, 
Faſt by the rocks beheld the deſp'rate way: 
Juſt when the ſea within her gulfs ſubſides, 
And in the roaring whirlpools ruſh the tides, 
Swift from the float I vaulted with a bound, 
The lofty fig-tree ſeiz'd, and clung around: 
So to the beam the bat tenacious clings, 

And pendant round it claſps his leathern wings, 
High on the air the tree its boughs diſplay'd, 
And o'er the dungeon caſt a dreadful ſhade, 

All unſuſtain'd between the wave and ſky, 
Beneath my feet the whirling billows fly. 
What-time the judge forſakes the noiſy bar 
To take repaſt, and ſtills the wordy war; 
Charybdis rumbling from her inmoſt caves, 
The maſt refunded on her refluent waves. 
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ft from the tree, the floating maſt to gain, 
aden 1 dropp'd amidſt the flaſhing main; 

Ince more undaunted on the ruin rode, 

Ind oar'd with lab'ring arms along the flood, 
cen | paſs'd by Scylla's dire abodes : 

[ove decreed, (dread fire of men and Gods) 
ken nine long days I plough'd the calmer ſeas 
aby the ſurge. and wafted by the breeze. 
ary and wet th' Ogygian ſhores | gain, 

hen the tenth ſun deſcended to the main. 

tre 'n Calypſo's ever-fragrant bow'rs 

eln lay, and joy beguil'd the hours. 

My following fates to thee, oh king, are known, 
the bright partner of thy royal throne, 


of 


wh © 10 muery can words wall? 
n hat ſo tedious as a twice told talc ? 
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THE ARG UMEN—TT. 


The arrival of U lyiTs i in Ithaca. 


LYSSES takes bis leave of Alciuems and Arete, and 
en-arks in the edening. Next morning toe ſbip arrives 
it Ithaca ; where the ſailars, as Ulviſes is yet ſleeping, 
ly Vn u toe ſhore with all bis treaſures. On their 
return, Neptune changes their ſbip into a rack. In the 
mean time Ulyſſes att g. kavus not his native Itha- 
ty reaſon of a mi}t which Pallas had caſt rund him. 
ne reułs out into loud lamentations ; "till the gde 
rearing to iim in the form of a ſhepherd, diſet vers 
country to him, and points out the particular places. 
te then tells a feigned ſtory of his adventures, upon 
dich (be manijeits herfelf, ant they conſult tegether of 
'e meaſures to te taken to deſtroꝝ the ſutters. To con- 
bis return, and di guiſè his perſon the more effec- 

, ſve Changes him into the figure of an old begs 
I, 


 ceas'd; but left fo pleaſing on their ear 
His voice, that liſt'ning {till they ſeem''d to hear, 
ve of ſilence huſh'd the ſhady rooms : 
tefal couf'rence then the king reſumes. 
I 3 


Nr 
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Whatever toils the great Ulyſſes paſt, 

Beneath this happy root they end at laſt ; 

No longer now trom ſhore to ſhore to roam, 

Smooth f-as, and gentle winds, invite him home, 

But hear me, princes! whom theſe walls incloſe, 

For whom my chanter ſings, and goblet flows 

With wine unmixt, (an honour due to age, 

To chear the grave, and warm the poct's rage) 

Tho? kbour'd gold and many a dazzling vett 

Lie heap'd already for our god-like gucſt; 

Without new treaſures let him not remove, 

Large, and expreſſive of the public love; 

Each peer a tripod, each a vaſe beſtow, 

A gen'ral tribute, which the ſtate ſhall owe. 
This ſentence pleas'd: then all their ſteps addreſt 

To ſep'rate manſions, and retir'd to reſt. 


Now did the roſy-finger'd morn ariſe, we to 
And ſhed ber ſacred light along the ſkies. mpl 
Down to the haven and the ſhips in haſte eall 
They bore the treaſures, and in ſafety plac'd. mz 
The king himſelf the vaſes rang'd with care: co 
Then bade his followers to the feaſt repair. a you 
A victim ox beneath the ſacred hand how 
Of great Alcinous falls, and ſtains the ſand. us. 
To Jove th? eternal, (pow'r above all pow'rs! uy ev 
Who wiugs the winds, and darkens heav'n with ſhowgÞ-t:: 
The flimes alcend: "till evening they prolong vl pu 
The rites, more facred made by heav'nly ſong: His 
For in the midſt, with public honours grac'd, lon, 


5 
Tby lyre divine, Demodocus! was plac'd, [ie m. 
| fl: 
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| but Ulyſſes, hear'd with fix'd delight: 
ft, and ey'd the ſun, and wiſh'd the night; 
x ſcem'd the ſun to move, the hours to roll, 
native home deep imag'd in his ſoul. 
the tir'd ploughman ſpent with ſtubborn toil, 
hoſe oxen long have torn the furrow'd ſoil, 
5 with delight the ſun's declining ray, 
zan home with feeble knees, he bends his way 
olzte repaſt, (the day's hard labour done.) 
to Uly ſſes welcome ſet the fun, 
ben inſtant, to Aleinous and the reſt, | 
he Scherian ſtates) he turn'd, and thus addreſt. 
0 thou, the firſt in merit and command! 
il you the peers and princes of the land! 
rel May cv'ry joy be yours! nor this the leaſt, 
ben due Jibation ſhall have crown'd the feaſt, 
to my home to fend your happy gueſt. 
:mpleat are now the bounties you have giv'n, 
all thoſe bounties but confirm'd by heav'n! 
may | find, when all my wand'rings ceaſe, 
'» conſort blameleſs, and my friends in peace. 
n you be ev'ry bliſs; and ev'ry day, 
1lome-felt joys delighted, roll away ; 
Wo ſclves, your wives, your ng deſcending race, 
wy eviry God entich with ev'ry grace! 
eat on virtue may your nation ſtand, 
il public evil never touch the land! 


hov | 


lis words well-weigh'd, the gen'ral voice approy'd 
den, and inſtant his dilmiſſion mov'd, | 
Wc novarch to Pontonous gave the ſign, 
fl the goblet high with roſy wine; 
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Great Jove the father, firſt (he cry'd) implore; 
Then ſend the ſtranger to his native ſhore. 
The luſcious wine th'obedient herald brought; 
Around the manſion flow'd the purple draught: 
Fach from his ſeat to each immortal pours, 
Whom glory circles in th'Olympian bow'rs. 
UlyiTcs tele with air majeſtie ſtands, 
The bowl preſenting to 4rete's hands; 
Then thus: O queen farewel! be ſtill poſſeſt 
Of dear remembrance, bleſſing {till and bleſt! 
»Tilh age and death ſhall gently call thee hence, 
(Sure fate of ev'ry mortal excellence!) 
Farcwel! and joys ſueceſũve ever ſpring 
To thee, to thine, the people, and the king ! 
Thus he; then parting piints the ſandy ſhore 
To the fair port: a herald march'd before, 
Sent by Alcinous : of Arete's train 
Three choſen mails attend him to the main; 
This does a tunic and white veſt convey, 
A various caſket that, of rich inlay, 
And bread and wine the third. The chearful mates 
Safe in the hollow poop diſpoſe the cates: 
Upon the deck. ſoft painted rubes they ſpread, 
With linen cover'd, for the hero's bed. 
He climb'd the lofty ſtern ; then gently preſt 
The ſelling couch, and lay compos'd to reſt, 
Now plac'd in order, the Phaeaci.n train 
Their cables loſe. and lanch into the main: 
At once they bend. and ſicike their equal oars, 
Ard lcaye the linking hills, and leſf ning ſhores, 


es | 


HOMER?s ODYSSEY. XIII. 96. ior 


le on the deck the chief in ſilence lies, 

i pleaſing ſlumbers ſteal upon his eyes. 

fiery couriers in the rapid race 

g by fierce drivers thro? the duſty ſpace, 
their high heads, and ſcour along the plain; 
mounts the bounding veſſel oer the main. 
to the ſtern the parted billows flow, 

the black ocean foams and roars below, 

Thus with ſpread fails the winged galley flies; 
b ſwift an eagle cuts the liquid ſkies; 

wine Ulyſſes was her ſacred load, 

nan, in wiſdom equal to a God! 

ich danger, long and mighty toils he bore, 
lorms by ſea, and combats on the ſhore; 

| which ſoft ſleep now baniſh'd from his breaſt, 
upt in a pleaſing, deep, and death-like reſt. 

hut when the morning ſtar with early ray 
m in the front of heav'n, and promis'd day; 
ze diſtant clouds the mariner deſcries 

ic lthaca's emerging hills ariſe, 

com the town a ſpacious port appears, 

md to Phoreys? pow'r, whoſe name it bears: 
o craggy rocks projecting to the main, 

& roaring wind's tempeſtuous rage reſtrain, 
thin, the waves in ſofter murmurs glide, 

i ſhips ſecure without their halſers ride. 
at the head a branching olive grows, 

{crowns the pointed cliffs with ſhady boughs, 
veath, a gloomy grotto's cool receſs 

iplits the Nereids of the neighb'ring ſeas; 
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Where bowls and urns were form'd of living ſtone, 
And maſſy beams in native marble ſhone; 
On which the labours of the nymphs were roll'd; 
Their webs divine ot purple mix'd with gold, 
Withia the cave, the eluſt'ring bees attend 
Their waxcen werks, or from the roof depend, 
Perpetual watcrs o'er the pavement plide; 
Two marble doors untold on either ſide; 
Sacred the ſouth, by which the Gods deſcend, 
But mortals enter at the northern end. 
Thither they bent, and haul'd their ſhip to land, 
(The crocked keel divides the yellow ſand) 
Ulyſſes fleeping on his couch they bore, 
And gently plac'd him on the rucky ſhore. 
His treaſures next, Aleinous' gifts they laid, 
In the wild olive's unfrequented ſhade, 
Secure from theft: then launch'd the bark again, 
R<efum?d their oars, and meaſur'd back the main. 
Nor yct forgot old ocean's dread ſupreme 
The vengeance vow'd for eyeleſs Polypheme. 
Before the throne of mighty Jove he ſtood; 
And ſought the ſecret counſels of the God. 
| Shall then no more, O ſire of Gods! be mine 
| The rights and honours of a pow'r divine? 
Scorn'd ev'n by man, and (oh ſevere diſgrace) 
By fofr Phacactans, my degenerate race! 
Againſt yon” deitin'd head in vain I ſwore, e tr 
And menac'd vengeance, ere he reach'd his ſhore; Wie 
To rcach his natal ſhore was thy decree ; 
Mild I obey'd, for who ſhall war with thee? 
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bold him landed, careleſs and aſleep, 
om all th? eluded dangers of the deep! 
ou here he lies, amidlt a ſhining ſtore 
braſs, rich garments, and refulgent ore: 
nd bears triumphant to his native iſle 
prize more worth than lion's noble ſpoil, 
To whom the father of th' immortal pow'rs, 
ho ſwells the clouds, and gladdens earth with ſhow'rs, 
n mighty Neptune thus of man complain! 
tune, tremendous o'er the boundleſs main! 
wer'd and awful ev'n in heav'n's abodes, 

cient and great! a God above the Gods! 

that low race offend thy pow'r divine, 

Vexk, daring creatures!) is not vengeance thine ? 

"then, the guilty at thy will chaſtiſe. 

laid: the ſhaker of the earth replies. 

This then I doom; to fix the gallant ſhip 

mart: of vengeance on the ſable deep: 

narn the thoughtleſs ſelf-confiding train, 

more unlicens'd thus to brave the main, 

in their port a ſhady hill ſhall riſe 

ch thy will. We will it, Jove replies. 
W' when with tranſport black'ning all the ſtrand, 

c ſwarming people hail their ſhip to land, 
ber for ever, a memorial ſtone: 
lit her ſeem to fail, and ſeem alone; 
* trembling crouds ſhall ſee the ſudden ſhade 
helming mountains overhang their head! 
h that, the God whoſe earthquakes rock the ground, 
e to Phacacia eroſt the vaſt profound, 


G 
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V ith ev'ry ſtranger paſs from ſhore to ſhore; 
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Swift as a ſwallow ſweeps the liquid way, 
The winged pinnace ſhot along the ſea. 
The God arreſts her with a ſudden ſtroke, 
And roots her down an everlaſting rock. 
Aghaſt the scherians ſtand in deep ſurpriſe; 
All preſs to ſpeak, all queſtion with their eyes, 
What hands unſcen the rapid bark reſtrain! 
And yet it ſwims, or ſeems to ſwim, the main! 
Thus they, unconſcious of the deed divine: 
Till great Alcinuus riſing ound the ſign. 
Behold the long-predeſtin'd day ! (he cries) 
Oh certain faith of ancient prophecies! 


- Thele ears have heard my royal ſire diſcloſe 6 roy 
A dreadful ſtory, big with future woes; ul tl 
How mov'd with wrath, that carclets we convey Lam 


Promiſcuous ev'ry guelt to ev'ry bay, 
Stern Neptune rag'd ; and how, by his command, 
Firm-rooted in the ſurge a fhip ſhould ſtand; 

(A monument of wrath) and mound on mound 
Shou'd hide our walls, or whelm beneath the groun 
The fates have follow'd as declar d the ſcer. 

Be humbled, nations! and your monarch bear. 
No more unlicens'd brave the deeps, no more 


On angry Neptune now for mercy call : 

To his high name let twelve black oxen fall. 

So may the God reverſe his purpos'd will, 

Nor o'er our city hang the dreadful hill. 
The monarch ſpoke: they trembled and obcy'd, W*'4 


Forth on the ſands the victim oxen led: ren, 
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ie gather'd tribes before the altars ſtand, 
id chicfs and rulers a majeſtic band. 
e king of ocean all the tribes implore ; 
le blazing altars redden all the ſhore, 
Meanwhile Ulyſſes in his country lay, 
leas'd from fleep, and round him might ſurvey 
he ſolitary ſhore, and rolling ſea. 
n had his mind thro? tedious abſence loſt 
e dear remembrance of his native coaſt; 
des, Minerva, to ſecure her care, 
dus d around a veil of thicken'd air: 
ſo the Gods ordain'd to keep unſeen 
5 ro74] perſon from his friends and queen; 
the proud ſuitors for their crimes afford 

:imple vengeance to their injur'd lord. 

Now all the land another proſpect bore, 
d, cher port appear'd, another ſhore, 
« long-continu'd ways, and winding floods, - 
unknown mountains, crown'd with unknown 

woods. 

live and flow, with ſudden grief oppreſt 
e hing aroſe, and beat his careful breaſt, 

a long look o'er all the coaſt and main, 
bought. around, his native realm in vain: 
Wo ith erected eyes ſtood fix'd in woe, 
is he ſpoke, the tears began to flow. 

te Gods! (he cry'd) upon what barren coaſt 
"at new region is Ulyſſes toſt? 

yd, W*6'd by wild barbarians, fierce in arms? 

nen. whoſe boſom tender pity warms? 

Jo L. II. R + 
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Where ſhall this treaſure now in ſafety lie ? 

And whither, whither its ſad owner fly ? 

Ah why did I Aleinous' grace implore ? 

Ah why forſake Phacacia's happy ſhore ? 

Some juſter prince perhaps had entertain'd, 

And ſafe reſtor'd to me my native land. 

Is this the promis'd, long expected coaſt, 

And this the faith Phacacia's rulers boaſt? 

Oh righteous Gads! of all the great, how few 

Are juſt to heav'n, and to their promiſe true! 

But he, the pow'r to whoſe all ſeeing eyes 

The deeds of men appear without diſguiſe, 

*Tis his alone t' avenge the wrongs I bear: 

For ſtill th' oppreſs'd are his peculiar care. 

To count theſe preſents, and from thence to prove 

Their faith, is mine: the reſt belongs to Jove. 
Then on the ſands he rang'd his wealthy ſtore, 

The gold, the veſts, the tripods, number'd o'er: 

All theſe he found, but ſtill in error loſt 

Diſconſolate he wanders on the coaſt, 

Sighs for his country, and laments again 

To the deaf rocks, and hoarſe reſounding main, 

When lo! the guardian Goddeſs of the wiſe, 

Celeſtial Pallas ſtood before his eyes ; 

In ſhow a youthful ſwain, of form divine, 

Who ſeem'd deſcended from ſome princely line, 

A graceful robe her flender body dreſt, 

Around her ſhoulders flew the waving veſt, 

Her decent hand a ſhining jav'lin bore, 

And painted ſandals on her feet ſhe wore, 
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ſo whom the king. Whoe'er of human race 
Thou art, that wander'ſt in this deſert place! 
Vith joy to thee, as to ſome God, I bend, 
ſo thee my treaſures and myſelf commend, 
) tell a wretch in exile doom'd to ſtray, 
hat air I breathe, what country I ſurvey ? 
he fruitful continent's extreameſt bound, 
Ir ſome fair iſle which Neptune's arms ſurround ? 
From what fair clime (ſaid ſhe) remote from fame, 
Iriy'ſt thou here a ſtranger to our name? 
hou ſeeſt an iſland not to thoſe unknown 
hoſe hills are brighten'd by the riſing ſun, 
or thoſe that plac'd beneath his utmoſt reign 
hold him ſinking in the weſtern main. 
[he rugged ſoil allows no level ſpace 
« flying chariots, or the rapid race; 
ö t not ungrateful to the peaſant's pain, 
kfices fulneſs to the ſwelling grain: 
[te loaded trees their various fruits produce, 
id cluſt'ring grapes afford a genꝰrous juice: 
oods crown our mountains, and in ev'ry grove 
de bounding goats and friſking heifers rove: 
rains and kindly dews refreſh the field, 
a riſing ſprings eternal verdure yield. 
'nto thoſe ſhores is Ithaca renown'd, 
tere Troy's majeſtic ruins ſtrow the ground, 
At this, the ebief with tranſport was poſſeſt, 
5 panting heart exulted in his breaſt; 
well diſſembling his untimely joys, 
« veiling truth in plavſible diſguiſe, 
K 2 
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Thus, with an air ſincere, in fiction bold, 
His ready tale th' inventive hero told. 

Oft” have I heard in Crete, this iſland's name; 
For *twas from Crete my native ſoil I came, 
Self-baniſh'd thence. 1 ſail'd before the wind, 
And left my children and my friends behind. 
From fierce Idomeneus' revenge I flew, 

Whoſe ſon, the ſwift Orſilochus, I flew : 
(With brutal force he ſeiz'd my Trojan prey, 
Due to the toils of many a bloody day) | 
Unſeen I 'ſcap'd ; and favour'd by the night 
In a Phoenician veſlcl took my flight, 
For Pyle or Elis bound: but tempeſt toſt 
And raging billows drove us on your coaſt. 
In dead of night an unknown port we gain'd, 
Spent with fatigue, and flept ſecure on land. 
But ere the roſy morn renew'd the day, 
While in th” embrace of pleaſing flcep I lay, 
Sudden, invited by auſpicious gales, 
They land my goods, and hoilt their flying ſails, 
Abandon'd here, my fortune I deplore, 
A hapleſs exile on a foreign hore. 

Thus while he ſpoke, the blue-ey'd maid began 
With pleaſing ſmiles to view the god-like man: 
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Then chang'd her form: and now, divinely bright, Whi:s 

Jove's heav'nly daughter ſtood confeſs'd to fight, 

Like a fair virgin in her beauty's bloom, che 

Skill'd in th' illuſtrious labours of the loom. bo 
O ſtill the ſame Ulyſſes! ſhe rejoin'd, ee 

In uſeful craft ſucceſsfully refin! d! Dae 


Art<al in ſpeech, in action, and in mind! 
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affe'd it not, that thy long labours paſt 

cure thou ſeeſt thy native ſhore at laſt? 

ut this to me? who, like thyſelf, excell 

arts of counſel, and diſſembling well. 

ſo me, whoſe wit exceeds the pow'rs divine, 

o leſs than mortals are ſurpaſs'd by thine. 

hon thou not me? who made thy life my care, 
[iro' ten years wand 'ring. and thro” ten years war; 
io taught thee arts, Alcinous to perſuade, 

o raiſe his wonder, and engage his aid: 


id now appear, thy treaſures to protect, 
nceal thy perſon, thy deſigns direct, 
id tell what more thou mult from fate expect. 
meſtie woes far heavier to be borne! 
ſhe pride of fools, and flaves infulting ſcorn, 
t thou be ſilent, nor reveal thy ſtate; 
ad to the force of unreſiſted fate, 
bear unmov'd the wrongs of baſe mankind, 
te laſt, and hardeſt, conqueſt of the mind. 
Goddeſs of wiſdom ! Ithacus replies, 
: who diſcerns thee muſt be truly wiſe, 
dom view'd, and ever in diſguiſe! 
zen the bold Argives led their warring pow'rs, 
znſt proud Hion's well defended tow'rs ; 
u, was thy care, celeſtial maid! 
ed with thy fight, and favour'd with thy aid. 
chen the Trojan piles in aſhes lay, 
bound for Greece we plough'd the wat'ry way; 
fleet diſpers'd and dciv'n from coaſt to coaſt, 
T) acred preſence from that hour L loſt: 
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Till I beheld thy radiant form once more, 
And heard thy counſels on Phacacia's (hore. 
But, by th” almighty author of thy race, 
Tell me, oh tell, is this my native place ? 
For much I fear, long tracts of land and fea 
Divide this coaſt from diſtant Ithaca; 
The ſweet deluſion kindly you impoſe, 
To ſoothe my hopes, ard mitigate my woes, 
Thus he. The blue-ey'd Goddeſs thus replies. 
How prone to doubt, how cautious are the wife! 
V ho, vers'd in fortune, fear the flatt'ring ſhow, 
And taſte not half the bliſs the Gods beſtow. 
The more {hall Pallas aid thy juſt defires, 
And guard the wifdom which herſelf inſpires. 
Others, long abſent from their native place, 
Straight ſeek their home, and fly with eager pace 
To their wives arms, and children's dear embrace, 
Not thus Ulyſſes; he decrees to prove 
lis ſubjects faith, and queen's ſuſpected love; 
Who mourn'd her lord twice ten revolving years, 
And waſtes the days in grief, the nights in tears, 
But Pallas knew (thy friends and navy loſt,) 
Once more 'twas given thee to bchold thy coaſt: 
Yet how could I with adverſe fate engage, 
And mighty Neptune unrelenting rage? 
Now litt thy longing eyes, while | reſtore 
The pleaſing proſpect of thy native ſhore. 
3chold the port of Phorcys! fenc'd around 
"With rocky mountains, and with olives crown's, 
Behold the gloomy grot! whoſe cool receſs 
Delights the Nereids of the neighb'ring ſcas; 
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"hoſe now ne glected altars, in thy reign 

uh'd with the blood of theep and oxen lain, 
hold! where Neritus the clouds divides, 

Ind ſhakes the waving foreſts on his ſides. 

So ſpake the Goddeſs, and the proſpect clear'd, 
he miſts difpers'd, and all the coaſt appear'd. 

he king with joy confeſt his place of birth, 

id 00 his knees ſalutes his mother earth: 

den with bis ſuppliant hands vpheld in air. 

aus to the ſca green ſiſters ſends his pray 'r. 

All bail! Ye virgin daughters of the main! 
eltreams, beyond my hopes beheld again! 

yu once more your own Ulyſſes bows; 

tend his tranſports, and reccive his vows! 

[ove prolong my days, and Pallas crown 

ie growing virtues of my youthful fon, 

o you ſhall rites divine be ever paid, 

1l grateful off *rings on your altars laid. 

Then thus Minerva. From that anxious breaſt 
{niſs thoſe cares, and leave to heavn the reſt. 
ur talk be now thy treaſur'd ſtores to ſave, 

ep in the cloſe receſſes of the cave: 

in future means conſult—ſhe ſpoke, and trod 
e lhady grot, that brighten'd with the God. 
ecloſeit caverns of the grot the ſought : 

e cold, the braſs, the robes, Ulyſſes brought; 
ein the ſecret gloom the chief diſpos'd; 
entrance with a rock the Goddeſs clos'd, 
Now, ſeated in the olive's ſacred ſhade, 

«er inc hero and the martial maid. 


Then, then be preſent, and my ſoul inſpire, 
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The Goddeſs of the azure eyes began: he 

Son of Laertes ! much experienc'd man! 1 

The ſuitor train thy earlieſt care demand, 

Of that luxurious race to rid the land: 

Three years thy houſe their lawleſs rule has ſeen, 

And proud addreſſes to the matchleſs queen. 

But ſhe thy abſence mourns from day to day, 

And inly bleeds, and ſdlent waſtes away: 

Eluſive of the bridal hour ſhe gives 

Fond hopes to all, and all with hopes deceives. 
To this Ulyſſes. Oh celeſtial maid! 


Prais'd be thy counſel, and thy timely aid: nd 
Elſe had I ſeen my native walls in vain, t the 
Like great Atrides juſt reſtor'd and ſlain. ter 
Vovchſafe the means of vengeance to debate, be ſ 
And plan with all thy arts the ſcene of fate. telt 


As when we wrapt Troy's heav'n- built walls in fire, 
Tho' leagu'd againſt me hundred heroes ſtand, 
Hundreds ſhall fall, if Pallas aid my hand. 

She anſwer'd: in the dreadful day of fight 
Know, I am with thee, ſtrong in all my might. 
Tf thou but equal to thyſelf be found, At tl 
What gaſping numbers then ſhall preſs the ground! Fil he 
What human victims ſtain the feaſtful floor! Wand 
How wide the pavements float with guilty gore! ro” th 
Tt fits thee now to wear a dark diſguiſe, l leay 
And ſecret walk, unknown to mortal eyes. 7 wo 
For this, my hand ſhall wither ev'ry grace, rm h 


Aud ev'ry elegance of form and face, Tout 
Non 


vicar 


re. 


nd! 


her thy ſmooth ſkin a bark of wrinkles ſpread, 
uren hoar the auburn honours of thy head, 
z5gure ev'ry limb with coarſe attire, 

Ind in thy eyes extinguiſh all the fire; 

A all the wants and the decays of life, 

bange thee from thy own; thy ſon, thy wife; 
m the loath'd object ev'ry fight ſhall turn, 
u the blind ſuitors their deſtruction ſcorn. 
Go firſt the maſter of thy herds to find, 

ue to his charge, a loyal ſwain and kind: 

xr thee he ſighs; and to the royal heir 

d chaſte Penelope extends his care. 

the Coracian rock he now reſides, 

tere Arethuſa's ſable water glides ; 

ic fable water and the copious maſt 

nell the fat herd; luxuriant, large repaſt? 

ith him, reſt peaceful in the rural cell, 

(all you aſk his faithful tongue ſhall tell. 
into other realms my cares convey, 

0 Sparta, ſtill with female beauty gay; 

know, to Sparta thy lov'd offspring came, 
learn thy fortunes from the voice of fame. 
at this the father, with a father's care. 

a he too ſuffer : he, oh Goddeſs! bear 
wand"rings and of woes a wretched ſhare? 
the wild ocean plough the dang'rous way, 
leave his fortunes and his houſe a prey? 

7 would'ft not thou, oh all-enlighten' mind! 
rm him certain, and protect him, kind? 
Towhom Minerva. Be thy ſoul at reſt; 
Know, whatever heav'n ordzins, is beſt, 


HOMER's ODYSSEY. XIII. 457. 


113 


114 HOMER's ODYSSEY. XIII. . | 


To fame I ſent him, to acquire renown : 

To other regions is his virtue known. 

Secure he ſits, near great Atrides plac'd; 

With triendſhip ſtrengthen'd, and with honours grach 

But lo! an ambuſh waits his paſſage o'er; 5 

Fierce foes inſidious intercept the ſhore: 

In vain! far ſooner all the murd'rous brood 

This injur'd lard ſhall fatten with their blood: 
She ſpake, then touch'd him with her pow'rful war 

The kin ſhrunk vp, and wither'd at her hand: 

A ſwift old age o'er all his members ſpread ; 

A ſudden froſt was ſprinkled on his head; 

Nor longer in the heavy eye-ball ſhin'd | 

The glance divine, forth beaming from the mind. 


His robe, with ſpots indelible beſmear, 4 
In rags diſhoneſt flutters with the air: 
A ſtag's torn hide is lapt around his reins; 
A rugged ſtaff his trembling hand ſuſtains; V1 
And at his fide a wretched ſcrip was hung, © | 7 
Wide-patch'd and knotted to a twiſted thong. * 
th c 


So look'd the chief, ſo mov'd! to mortal eyes 
Object uncouth! a man of miſeries! 

While Pallas, cleaving the wide fields of air, 
To Sparta flies, Telemachus her care. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

| The converſation with Eumaeus. 

ISS ES arrives in diſguiſe at the houſe of Eumae- 
% where be is received, entertained, and lodged, 
MY with the utmoſt boſpitality. The ſeveral diſcourſes of 

1 %% faithful old ſervant, with the feigned ſtory told 
Hohes to conceal himſelf, and other conver ſations 
A various ſubjefs, take up this entire back. 


r he, deep muſing, o'er the mountains ſtray'd 
Thro' mazy thickets of the woodland ſhade, 

{cavern'd ways, the ſhaggy coaſt along, 

cliffs and nodding foreſts over-hung, 

reus at his ſilvan lodge he ſought, 

Mithful ſervant, and without a fault. 

Wiles found him buſied, as he ſat 

ire the threſhold of his ruſtic gate; 

und, the manſion in a circle ſhone: 

null portico of rugged ſtone : 

bſence of his lord, with honeſt toil 
on induſtrious hands had rais'd the pile) 

all was ſtone from neighb'ring quarries borne, 
weled with a fence of native thorn, 
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And ſtrong with pales, by many a weary ſtroke 200, 
Of ſtubborn labour hewn from heart of oak ; nou; 
Frequent and thick. Within the ſpace were rear'd Wiil 
Twelve ample cells, the lodgement of his herd, dal 
Full fifty pregnant females each contain'd; 13 
The males without (a ſmaller race) remain'd ; | bo 
Doom'd to ſupply the ſuitors waſteful feaſt, 3 
A ſtock by daily luxury decreaſt: e 
Nou ſcarce four hundred left. Theſe to defend, but 
Four ſavage dogs, a watchful guard, attend. Ir 1. 
Here ſat Eumacus, and his cares apply'd ten | 
To form ſtrong buſkins of well ſeaſon'd hide. oe 
Of four aſſiſtants who his labour ſhare | 18 
Three now were abſent on the rural care; 13 
The fourth drove victims to the ſuitor train: lag: 
But he, of ancient faith. a ſimple ſwain, | ty 
Sigh'd, while he furuniſh'd the luxurious board, ou 
And weary'd heav'n with wiſhes for his lord. ut 

Soon as Clyſſes near th” encloſure drew, 3 
With open mouths the furious maſtives flew: Wil 
Down fat the ſage; and cautious to withſtand, | [WE 
Let fall th' offenſive trunchcon from his hand, | i 
Sudden, the maſter runs; aloud he calls; | Ih 
And from his haſty hand the leather falls; I [oy 
With ſhow'rs of ſtones he drives them far away; & al, 
The ſcatt'ring dogs around at diſtance bay. Wt 

Unhappy ſtranger! (thus the faithful ſwain t ſ 
Began with accent gracious and humane) 6 
What ſorrow had been mine, if at my gate re 


Thy rew'rend age had met a ſhameful fate? a 
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ou of woes already have I known; 
wugh my matter” s forrows and my own. 
hile here, (ungrateful taſk') his herds I feed, 
dain'd for lawleſs rioters to bleed; 
caps ſupported at another's board, 
from his country roams my hapleſs lord! 
ghd an exile forth his lateſt breath, 
covered with th” eternal thade of death! 
But enter this my homely roof, and ſee 
ir woods not void of hoſpitality. 
en tell me whence thou art? and what the ſhare 
'woes and wand'rings thou wert born to bear? 
He ſaid, and ſeconded the kind requeſt, 
friendly ſtep precedes his unknown gueſt. 
lgny goat's ſoft hide beneath kim ſpread, 
MW: vith freſh ruſhes heap'd an ample bed: 
Wi touch'd the hero's tender ſoul, to find 
uſt reception from a heart ſo kind: 
lch, ye Gods! with all your bleſſings grace 
us broke forth) this friend of human race! 
The ſwain reply'd. It never was our guiſe 
cht the poor, or aught humane deſpiſe ; 
[ove unfolds our hoſpitable door, 
5 [ove that ſends the ſtranger and the poor. 
& alas! is all the good I can; 
an oppreſt, dependant, yet a man: 
pt ſuch treatment as a ſwain affords, 
to the infolence of youthful lords! 
ince is by unequal Gods remov'd 
dan of bounties, loving and belov'd! 
IL, II. L ® 
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To whom whate'er his ſlave enjoys, is ow'd, To 
And more, had fate allow'd, had been beſtow'd: Wt 
But fate condemn'd him to a foreign ſhore; EW 
Much have I ſorrow'd, but my maſter more. Fin 
Now cold he lies, to death's embrace reſign'd : On 
Ah periſh Helen! periſh all her kind! « V 
For whoſe curſt cauſe, in Agamemnon's name, I 
He trod ſo fatally the paths of fame. Tha 
His velt ſuccinct then girding round his waſte, Hen 
Forth ruſh'd the ſwain with hoſpitable haſte, The 
Straight to the lodgments of his herd he run, Con 
Where the fat porkers ſlept beneath the ſun; WBlee 
Of two, his cutlaſs lanch'd the ſpouting blood; Yon 
Theſe quarter'd, ſindg'd, and fix'd on forks of wood, Her 
All haſty on the hiſſing coals he threw; Vor 
And ſmoaking back the taſteful viands 1. | WE 
Broachers and all; then on the board diſplay'd Fir 
The ready meal, before Ulyſles laid Tue 
With flour imbrown'd; next mingled wine yet new, IE 
And luſcious as the bees nectareous dew : | 
Then ſat companion of the friendly feaſt, . 
With open look; and thus beſpoke his gueſt. Twel 


Take with free welcome what our hands prepare, 
Such food as falls to. ſimple ſervants ſhare ; 
The beſt our lords conſume; thoſe thoughtleſs Peers 
Rich without bounty, guilty without fears! 
Yet ſure the Gods their impious acts deteſt, 
And honour juſtice and the righteous breaſt. Vith 
Pirates and conquerors, of harden'd mind, bill 
'The foes of peace, and ſcourges of mankind, | 
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To whom offending men are made a prey 
When Jove in vengeance gives a land away; 
Er'n theſe, when of their ill- got ſpoils potleſs'd, 
find ſure tormentors in the guilty breaſt; 
{ome voice of God cloſe whiſp'ring from within, 
« Wretch! this is villany, and this is ſin.” 
But theſe, no doubt, ſome oracle explore, 
That tells, the great Ulyſſes is no more. 
Hence ſprings their confidence, and from our ſighs 
Their rapine ſtrengthens, and their riots riſe: 
Conſtant as Jove the night and day beſtows, 
Bleeds a whole hecatomb, a vintage flows. 
None match'd this hero's wealth, of all who reign 
Ver the fir lands of the neighh'ring main. 
Nor ail the muvarchs whole tar-dteaded ſway 
The wide-extended con incuts obey : 
Fic, on the main-land, of y ſſes' breed 
Tvelve hors tre lik on occan's margin feed; 
bs nanny ialls tor nan wat. ecard; 
b Ny 10 SMoents t. the : 
Thte tGiers,n Krepers 1 a 
Twelve herds of goats cha ar. 
To native paſtors is their charge iff . 
and mine the care to feed the br. ly. 5:0, 
ch day the fatteſt blecds of either heid. 


Jl to the ſuitors waſteful board preferr'd. 


ich hunger keen devours the ſav'ry teait; 
While ſchemes of vengeance ripen in his breaſt, 
ent and thoughtful while the board he ey'd, 
maeus pours on high the purple tide; 

L 2 


Thus he, benevolent; his unknown gucſt 5 
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The king with ſmiling looks his joy expreſt, Th 
And thus the kind inviting hoſt addreſt. Ev 

Say now, what man is he, the man deplor'd, In 1 
So rich, ſo potent, whom you ſlyle your lord? but 


Late with ſuch affluence and poſſeſſions bleſt, 

And now in honour's glorious bed at reſt. 

Whoever was the warriour, he muſt be 

To fame no ſtranger, nor perhaps to me; 

Who (ſo the Gods, and fo the fates ordain'd) 

Have wander'd many a ſea, and many a land. 
Small is the faith, the prince and queen aſcribe 

(Reply'd Eumaeus) to the wand'ring tribe. 

For needy ſtrangers ſtill to flatt'ry fly, 

And want too oft betrays the tongue to lic, 

Each vagrant traveller that touches here, 

Deludes with fallacies the royal ear, 

To dear remembrance makes his image riſe, 

And calls the ſpringing ſorrows from her eyes. 

Such thou may'ſt be. But he whoſe name you crave 

Moulders in earth, or welters on the wave, 


Or food for fiſh, or dogs, his reliques lye, 18 0 
Or torn by birds are ſcatter'd through the ſæy. i bl 
So perilh'd he: and left (forever loſt) nd 1 
Much woe to all, but ſure to me the moſt, N 
So mild a maſter never ſhall I find: al] 

| Leſs dear the parents whom ] left behind, \epl 
O 


Leſs ſoft my mother, leſs my father kind. 

Not with ſuch tranſport wou'd my eyes run o'er 
Again to hail them in their native ſhore; 
As lov'd Ulyſſes once more to embrace 
Reſtor'd and breathing in his natal place, 
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That name, for ever dread, yet ever dear, 
Ey'n in his abſence I pronounce with fear: 
In my reſpect, he bears a prince's part; 

But lives a very brother, in my heart. 

Thus ſpoke the faithful ſwain, and thus rejoin'd 
The maſter of his grief, the man of patient mind, 
Ulyſſes, friend! ſhall view his old abodes, 
Diſtruſtful as thou art) nor doubt the Gods. 

Nor ſpeak I raſhly, but with fate averr'd, 

ind what I ſpcak atteſting heav'n has heard. 

I ſo, a cloak and veſture be my meed; 

Till his return, no title ſhall I plead, 

Tho' certain be my news, and great my need. 

hom want itſelf can force untruths to tell, 

ly ſoul deteſts him as the gates of hell. 
Thou firſt be witneſs, hoſpitable Jove! 

nd ev'ry God inſpiring ſocial love! 

ind witneſs ev'ry houſhold pow'r that waits 

urd of theſe fires, and angel of theſe gates! 

re the next moon increaſe, or this decay, 

Wis ancient realms Ulyſſes ſhall ſurvey, 

Ih blood and duſt each proud oppreſſor mourn, 
Wd the loſt glories of his houſe return. 

Nor ſhall that meed be thine, nor ever more 
all lov'd Ulyſſes hail this happy ſhore, 

teply'd Eumaeus :) to the preſent hour 
W's turn thy thought, and joys within our pow'r, 
om ſad reflection let my ſoul repoſe ; 
ine name of him awakes a thouſand woes. 
it guard him, Gods! and to theſe arms reſtore! 
Wi his true conſort can defire him more; 
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Not old Laertes, broken with deſpair ; 3 
Not young Telemachus, his blooming heir, Fr 
Alas, Telemachus! my forrows flow Ac: 
Afreſh for thee, my ſecond cauſe of woe! | | br 
Like ſome fair plant ſet by a heav'nly hand, I: 
He grew, he flouriſh'd, and he bleſt the land; Yb! 
Jn all the youth his father's image ſhin'd, 11 
Bright in his perfon, brighter in his mind. by 
What man, or God, deceiv'd his better fenle, Fri 
Far on the ſuclling ſeas to wander hence? Jl! 
To diſtant Pylos hapleſs is he gone, ' [it 
To ſeck his father's fate, and find his own! | I 
For traitors wait his way, with dire deſign | 13 
To end at once the great Arcchan line, er 
But let us leave kim to their wills above; 1 
The fates of men are in the hand of Jove. My 
And now, my venerable gueſt! declare : WE 
Your name, your parents, and your native air: MF lh 


Sincere from whence begun your courſe relate, 
And to what ſhip I owe the friendly freight? 
Thus he: and thus (with prompt invention bold 
The cautious chief his ready ſtory told. 
On dark reſerve what better can prevail, 
Or from the fluent tongue produce the tale, 
Than when two friends, alone, in peaceful place 
Confer, and wines and cates the table grace; 
But moſt, the kind inviter's chearful face? 
Thus might we ſit, with ſccial goblets crown's 
Till the whole circle of the year goes round; 
Not the whole circle of the year wou'd cloſe 
My long narration of a life of wozs. 
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But ſuch was heav'n's high will! Know then, I came 
from ſacred Crete, and from a fire cf tame: 
(:ſtor Hylacides (that name he bore) 
gelov'd and honour'd in his native ſhore; 
Neſt in his riches, in his children more. 
prong of a handmaid from a bought embrace, 
| har'd his kindneſs with his lawful race: 
But when that fate, which all muſt undergo, 
From carth remov'd him to the ſhades below 
The large domain his greedy ſons divide, 
nd cach was portion'd as the lots decide. 
Little alas! was left my wretched ſhare, 
Except a houſe, a covert from the air: 
it vhat by niggard fortune was deny'd, 
\ willing widow's copious wealth ſupply'd. 
ly valour was my plea, a gallant mind 
That, true to honour, never lagg'd behind, 
AF lie fex is ever to a ſoldier kind) 
Now waſting years my former ſtrength confound, 
and added woes have bow'd me to the ground: 
1 bolaFWict by the ſtubble you may gueſs the grain, 
Ii mark the ruins of no vulgar man. 
Ve, Pallas gave to lead the martial ſtorm, 
ind the fair ranks of battle to deform : 
e, Alars inſpir'd to turn the foe to flight, 
Il tempt the ſeeret ambuſn of the night, 
ILeehaſtly death in all its forms appear, 
aw him not; it was not mine to fear. 
ore the reſt I rais'd my ready ſteel; 


Lee ficſt 1 met, he yielded, or he fell. 
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But wor ks of peace my ſoul diſdain' to bear, 
The rural labour, or domeſtic care. 

To raiſe the maſt, the miſſile dart to wing. 

And ſend ſwift arrows from the bounding ſtring, 
Were arts the Gods made grateful to my mind; 
Thoſe Gods, who turn (to various ends deſign'd) 
The various thoughts and talents of mankind. 
Before the Grecians touch'd the Trojan plain, 
Nine times commander or by land or main, 

In foreign fields | ſpread my glory far, 

Great in the praiſe, rich in the ſpoils of war: D 
Thence charg'd with riches, as increas'd in fame, . 
To Crete return'd, an honourable name. 

But when great Jove that direful war decreed, 
Which rous'd all Greece, and made the mighty blee 
Our ſtates myſelf and Idomen employ 

To lead their fleets, and carry death to Troy. 


Nine years we warr'd; the tenth ſaw Ilion fall; ne, 
Homeward we ſail'd, but heav'n diſpers'd us all. pre 
One only month my wife enjoy'd my ſtay; E he 
So will'd the God who gives and takes away. 1ſt 


Nine ſhips I mann'd, equipp'd with ready ſtores, fir 
Intent to voyage to th*Agyptian ſhores ; 
In feaſt and ſacrifice my choſen train 

Six days conſum'd ; the ſeventh we plough'd the mal 


Crete's ample fields diminiſh to our eye; .. 
Before the Boreal blaſts the veſſels fly; I: 

Safe thro? the level ſeas we ſweep our way; er. 
The ſteer- man governs, and the ſhips obey. le ne 


The fifth fair morn we ſtem th*Eyyptian tide, | Br 
And tilting o'er the bay the veſſels ride; | 


) 


8 


7 blee 


he m 


2 


d (and happy ſtill had liv'd) a guelt, 


ic next chang'd all the colour of my fate. 
THe Phoenician of inſidious mind, 
in vile arts, and foe to human kind, 
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To anchor there my fellows I command, 
ind ſpies commiſſion to explore the land. 
tut ſway'd by luſt of gain, and headlong u ill, 
he coaſts they ravage, and the natives kill. 
ke ſpreading clamour to their city flies, 
nd horſe and foot in mingled tumult riſe. 
Le red'ning dawn reveals the circling fields 
Forrid with briſtly ſpears, and glancing ſhields. 
ve thunder'd on their ſide. Our guilty head 
je turn'd to flight; the gathering vengeance ſpread 


n all parts round, and heaps on heaps lye dead. 11 
hen explor'd my thought, what courſe to prove? | | } 
ind ſure the thought was dictated by Jove, | 
i had he left me to that happier doom, li | 
Id ſav'd a life of miſeries to come!) iv 
be radiant helmet from my brows unlac'd, | il 


CI — 
—_ 


nl low on earth my ſhield and javelin caſt, 
neet the monarch with a ſuppliant's face, 
roach his chariot, and his knees embrace. 

e heard, he ſav d, he plac'd me at his fide; 
(tate he pity'd, and my tears he dry'd, 
train'd the rage the vengeful foe expreſt, 

al turn'd the deadly weapons from my breaſt, 
dus! to guard the hoſpitable rite, 

id feming Jove, whom mercy's works delight. 
In Egypt thus with peace and plenty bleſt, 
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ſev'n bright years ſucceſſive bleſſings wai: ; 
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With ſemblance fair invites me to his home; 

I ſeiz'd the proffer (ever fond to roam) 
Domeſtic in his faithleſs roof | ſtay'd, 

»Till the ſwift ſun his annual circle made. 

To Lybia then he meditates the way; 

With guileful art a ſtranger to betray, 

And ſell to bondage in a foreign land: 

Much doubting, yet compell'd, I quit the ſtrand, 
Thro” the mid ſeas the nimble pinnace fails, 
Aloof from Crete before the northern gales : 

But when remote her chalky cliffs we loſt, 

And far from ken of any other coaſt, 

When all was wild expanſe of ſea and air; 

Then doom'd high Jove due vengeance to prepare, 
He hung a night of horrours o'er their head, 
(The ſhaded ocean blacken'd as it fpread) 

He lanch'd the fiery bolt; from pole to pole 
Broad burſt the light'nings, deep the thunders roll; 
In giddy rounds the whirling ſhip is toſt, 

And all in clouds of ſmoth' ring ſulphur loſt. 

As from a hanging rock's tremendous height, 

The ſable crows with intercepted flight 

Drop endlong ; ſcar'd, and black with ſulph'rous hu 
So from the deck arc hurl'd the ghaſtly crew. 
Such end the wicked found! But Jove's intent 
Was yet to ſave th' oppreſt and innocent. 
Plac'd on the maſt (the laſt recourſe of life) n a 
With winds and waves I held unequal ſtrife ; 
For nine long days the billows tilting o'er, 
The tenth ſoft wafts me to Theſprotia's ſhore, 
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ze monarch's ſon a ſhipwreckt wretch reliev'd, 
e ſire with hoſpitable rites receiv'd, 
{in his palace like a brother plac'd, 
ith gifts of price and gorgeous garments grac'd, 
nile here I ſojurn'd oft I heard the fame 
ww late Ulyſſes to the country came, 
a lov'd, how honour'd in this court he ſtay'd, 
4. { here his whole collected treaſure lay'd; 
kw myſelf the vaſt unnumber'd ſtore 
ſteel elab'rate, and refulgent ore, 
id braſs high heap'd amidſt the regal dome; 
menſe ſupplies for ages yet to come! 
antime he voyag'd to explore the will 
ove on high Dodona's holy hill, 
hat means might beſt his ſafe return avail, 
tome in pomp, or bear a ſecret ſail? 
Il oft” has Phidov, whilſt he pour'd the wine, 
roll; Wling ſolemn all the pow'rs divine, 
hat foon Ulyſſes would return, declar'd, 
e ſailors waiting, and the ſhips prepar'd. 
firſt the king diſmiſs'd me from his ſhores, 
fair Dulichium-crown'd with fruitful ſtores; 
us but good Acaſtus? friendly care conſign'd: 
| tother counſels pleas'd the ſailors mind: 
t frauds were plotted by the faithleſs train, 
« miſery demands me once again. 
n as remote from ſhore they plough the wave, 
th ready hands they ruſh to ſeize their ſlave; 
in with theſe tatter'd rags they wrapt me round, 
e. pt of my own) and to the veſſel bound. 
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At eve, at Ithaca's delightful land 

The ſhip ariiv'd: forth- iſſuing on the ſand, 

They ſought repaſt; while to th' unhappy kind, 
The pitying gods themſelves my chains unbiad, 
Soft I deſcended, to the ſca appiy'd 

My naked breaſt, and ſhot along the tide. 

Soon paſt beyond their ſight, 1 left the flood, 

And took the ſpreading ſhelter of the wood. 

Their prize eſcap'd the faithleſs pirates mourn'd; 
But deem'd enquiry vain, and to their ſhip return'd, 
Screen'd by protecting gods from hoſtile eyes, PI 
They led me to a good man and a wiſe; 0 b 
To live beneath thy hoſpitable care, lw 
And wait the woes heav'n dooms me yet to bear. 
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put v 
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me 
Ind t 
Ind I 
m: 
} ON 
Thoſ, 


or m 
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Unhappy gueſt! whoſe ſorrows touch my mind! Koga 
(Thus good Eumaevs with a figh rejoin d) Uhe 
For real ſuff rings ſince I grieve ſincere, k Go, 
Check not with fallacies the ſpringing tear; tear 
Nor turn the paſſion into groundleſs joy it for 


For him whom heav'n has deſtin'd to deſtroy. 


dea. 
Oh! had he periſht on ſome well-fought day, And 
Or in his friends embraces dy'd away! hos c 


That grateful Greece with ſtreaming eyes might raiſe 
Hiſtoric marbles to record his praiſe : 

His praiſe, eternal on the faithful ſtone, 

Had with tranſmiſſive honours grac'd his ſon. 
Now ſnatch'd by harpies to the dreary coaſt, 1 
Sunk is the hero, and his glory loſt! "ry 
While penſive in this ſolitary den, llety 
Far from gay cities, and the ways of men, For, 
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linger life; nor to the court repair, 

ut when the conſtant queen commands my care; 
r when, to taſte her hoſpitable board, 

me gueſt arrives, with rumours of her lord; 

Ind theſe indulge their want, and thoſe their woe, 
Ind here the tears, and there the goblets flow. 
many ſuch have I been warn'd; but chief 
one Ætolian robb'd of all belief, 

Choſe hap it was to this our roof to roam, 

t murder baniſh'd from his native home, 

e ſwore, Ulyſles on the coaſt of Crete 

ad but a ſeaſon torrefit his fleet; 

few revolving months ſhou'd waft him o'er 
nught with bold warriors, and a boundleſs ſtore, 
thou! whom age has taught to underſtand, 

id heav'n has guided with a fav'ring hand! 

n God or mortal to obtrude a lie 

mar, and dread to flatter, as to die. 

t for ſuch ends my houſe and heart are free, 
dear reſpect to Jove, and charity. 

And why, oh ſwain of unbelieving mind! 


es quick reply'd the wiſeſt of mankind) 


bt you my oath? yet more my faith to try, 

blemn compact let us ratify, | 
: witneſs ev'ry pow'r that rules the {ky ! 

fre Ulyſſes from his labours reſt, 

en my prize a tunic and a veſt; 

i, where my hopes invite me, ſtraight tranſport 
ety to Dulichium's friendly court, 
M 


(Reply'd the ſu ain for ſpotleſs faith divine) 


Obſervant of the Gods, begins the rite; 


130 HOMER's ODYSSEY. XIV. 440. 


But if he greets not thy deſiring eye, 

Hurl me from yon' dread precipice on high; 

The due reward of fraud and perjury. 
Doubtleſs, oh gueſt! great laud and praiſe were mit 


If, after ſocial rites and gifts beſtow'd, 

I ſtain'd my boſpitable hearth with blood, 
How would the Gods my righteous toils ſucceed, I. 
And bleſs the hand that made a ſtranger bleed? 
No more —th' approaching hours of ſilent night 
Firſt claim refection, then to reſt invite; 

Beneath our humble cottage let us haſte, 

And here, unenvy'd, rural dainties taſte. 

Thus commun'd theſe; while to their lowly dom 
The ſull-fed ſwine return'd with evening home; 
Compell'd. reluctant, to their ſev'ral ſties, 

With din obſtrep'rous, and ungrateful cries. 

Then to the ſlaves. Now from the herd the beſt 
Select, in honour of our foreign gueſt: 

With him, let us the genial banquet ſhare, ef. 
For great and many are the griefs we bear; 

While thoſe who from our labours heap their board 
Blaſpheme their feeder, and forget their lord. be 

Thus ſpeaking, with diſpatchful hand he took 

A weighty ax, and cleft the ſolid oak; 
This on the earth he pil'd; a boar full fed 
Of five years age, before the pile was led: 

The ſwain, whom acts of piety delight, 


rt ſhears the forehead of the briſtly boar, 
Wod ſuppliant ſtands, invoking ev'ry pow'r 
Wo ſpeed Ulyſſes to his native ſhore. 
knotty ſtake then aiming at his head, 
Down dropp'd he groaning, and the ſpirit fled. 
he ſcorching flames climb round on ev'ry fide: 
hen the ſing d members they with {kill divide; 
1 theſe, in rolls of fat involv'd with art 
ſhe choiceſt morſels lay from ev'ry part. 
me in the flames, beſtrow'd with flour, they threw: 
ne cut in fragments, from the forks they drew: 
ſheſe while on ſev'ral tables they diſpoſe, 
prieſt himſelf, the blameleſs ruſtic roſe; 
dert the deſtin'd victim to diſ-part 
ſey'n juſt portions, pure of hand and heart. 
ne ſacred to the nymphs apart they lay; 
nother to the winged ſon of May: 
ie rural tribe in common ſhare the reſt, 
e king the chine, the honour of the feaſt, 
no ſat delighted at his ſervant's board; 
e faithful ſervant joy'd his unknown lord. 
be thou dear (Ulyſſes cry'd) to Jove, 
ell thou claim'ſt a grateful ſtranger's love! 

be then thy thanks, (the bounteous ſwain reply'd) 
F'yment of the good the Gods provide. 
In God's own hand deſcend our joys and woes; 
eſe he decrees, and he but ſuffers thoſe; 
pow'r is his, and whatſoc'er he wills, 
e will itſelf, omnipotent, fulfills. 
I faid, the firſt fruits to the Gods he gave; 
Fr pour'd of offer'd wine the ſable wave: 
M 2 
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In great Ulyſſes? hand he plac'd the bowl, 
He ſat, and ſweet reflection chear'd his ſoul. 
The bread from caniſters Meſaulius gave, 
(Eumaeusꝰ proper treaſure bought this ſlave, 
And led from Taphos, to attend his board, 
A ſervant added to his abſent lord) 

His taſk it was the wheaten loaves to lay, 
And from the banquet take the bowls away. 
And now the rage of hunger was repreſt, 
And each betakes him to his couch to reſt. 

Now came the night, and darkneſs cover'd o'er 
The face of things; the winds began to roar; 
The driving ſtorm the wat'ry weſt- wind pours, 
And Jove deſcends in deluges of ſhow'rs. 

Studious of reſt and warmth, Ulyſſes lies, 
Foreſecing from the firſt the ſtorm wou'd riſe ; 

In mere neceſſity of coat and cloak, 

With artful preface to his hoſt he ſpoke. | 

Hear me, my friends! who this good banquet grace": 
*Tis ſweet to play the fool in time and place, 4d 
And wine can of their wits the wiſe beguile, eos 
Make the ſage frolic, and the ſerious ſmile, 

The grave in merry meaſures friſk about, 

And many a long repented word bring out. 

Since to be talkative I now commence, 

Let wit caſt off the ſullen yoke of ſenſe, 

Once I was ſtrong (wou'd heav'n reſtore thoſe days) 
And with my betters claim'd a ſhare of praiſe, 
Ulyſſes, Menelaus led forth a band, 

And join'd me with them, ('twas their own command 


ol 


lays) & not a word, leſt any Greek may hear 


mand 
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deathful ambuſh for the foe to lay. | 
geneath Troy walls by night we took our way: 
here, clad in arms, along the marſhes ſpread, 
Ve made the ofier-fringed bank our bed. 
Full ſoon th” inclemency of heav'n I feel, 
Nor had theſe ſhoulders cov'ring, but of ſteel, 
harp blew the north ; ſnow whitening all the fields 
roze with the blaſt, and gath'ring glaz'd our ſhields, 
here all but I, well fenc'd with cloak and veſt, 
ay cover'd by their ample ſhields at reſt. 
vol that I was! I left behind my own : 
The (kill of weather and of winds unknown, 
nd truſted to my coat and ſhield alone! 
"hen now was waſted more than half the night, 
ud the ſtars faded at approaching light; 
aden I jogg'd Ulyſſes, who was laid 
Aby my ſide, and ſhiv'ring thus I ſaid. 
Here longer in this field I cannot lie, 


e winter pinches, and with cold I die, 


{die aſham'd (oh wiſeſt of mankind) 


e only fool who left his cloak behind. 


He thought, and anſwer'd: hardly waking yet, 
ung in his mind the momentary wit; 


Wat wit, which or in council, or in fight, 


met th* emergence, and determin'd right) 


then (ſupporting on his arm his head) 
me, companions! (thus aloud he faid) 
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Miethinks too diſtant from the fleet we lie: 

Ev'n now a vifion ſtood before my eye, 

And ſure the warning viſion was from high: 

Let from among us ſome ſwift courier riſe, 

Haſte to the gen ral and demand ſupplies. 
Upſtarted Thoas ſtraight, Andraemon's ſon, 

Nimbly he roſe, and caſt his garment down; 

Inſtant, the racer vaniſh'd off the ground; 

That inſtant, in his cloak I wrapt me round: 

And ſafe I ſlept, till brightly-dawning ſhone 

The morn, conſpicuous on her golden throne. 
Oh were my ſtrength as then, as then my age! 

Some friend would fence me from the winter's rage. 

Yet tatter'd as I look, I challeng'd then 

'The honours, and the offices of men : 

Some maſter, or ſome ſervant would allow 

A cloak and veſt—but I am nothing now ! 

Well haſt thou.ſpoke (rejoin'd th' attentive ſwain 

Thy lips let fall no idle word or vain! | 

Nor garment ſhalt thou want, nor ought beſide, 

Meet, for the wand'ring ſuppliant to provide. 

But in the morning take thy cloaths again, 

For here one veſt ſuffices ev'ry ſwain ; 

No change of garments to our hinds is known : 

But when return'd the good Ulyſlegs* ſon 

With better hand ſhall grace with fit attires 

His gueſt, and ſend thee where thy ſoul deſires, 
The honeſt herdſman roſe, as this he ſaid, 

And drew before the hearth the ſtranger's bed: 

The fleecy ſpoils of ſheep, a goat's rough hide 

He ſpreads; and adds a mantle thick and wide; 
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Vith ſtore to heap above him, and below, 
Ind guard each quarter as the tempeſts blow. 
here lay the king. and all the reſt ſupine; , 
||, but the careful maſter of the ſu ine: 
forth haſted he to tend his briſtly care: 
ell arm'd, and ſenc'd againſt nocturnal air; 
lis weighty falchion o'er his ſhoulder ty'd: 
is ſhaggy cloak a mountain goat ſupply'd : 
With his broad ſpear, the dread of dogs and men, 
e ſeeks his lodging in the rocky den. 
here to the tuſky herd he bends his way, 
bere ſcreen'd from Boreas, high o'er-arch'd they lay, 
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BOOK XV. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The return of Telemachus. 


WE Goddeſs Minerva commands Telemachas in a vi- 
n to return to Ithaca. Piſiſtratus and he take leave 
of Menelaus, and arrive at Pylos, where they part ; 
and Telemachus ſets ſail, after having received on 
board Theoclymenus the ſoothſayer. The ſcene then 
changes to the cottage of Eumaeus, who entertains 
Uly/ſes with a recital of bis adventures. In the mean 
time Telemachus arrives on the coaſt, and ſending the 
JU ee] to the town, proceeds by himſelf to the lodge of 


Eumaews. 


10 W had Minerva reach'd thoſe ample plains, 
Fam'd for the dance, where Menelaus reigns; 
ious ſhe flies to great Ulyſſes? heir; 
inſtant voyage challeng'd all her care. 
cath the royal portico diſplay'd, 

Yi Neſtor's ſon, Telemachus was lay'd ; 

ep profound the ſon of Neſtor lies; 

T thine, Ulyſſes! Care unſeal'd his eyes: 

leſs he griev'd, with various fears oppreſt, 

ill thy fortunes roll'd within his breaſt, 
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When, O Telemachus! (the Goddeſs ſaid) 
Too long in vain, too widely haſt thou ſtray'd, 
Thus leaving careleſs thy paternal right 

The robbers prize, the prey to lawleſs might, 
On fond purſuits neglectful while you roam, 
Ev'n now, the hand of rapine ſacks the dome. 
Hence to Atrides; and his leave implore 

To lanch thy veſſel for thy natal ſhore: 

Fly. whilſt thy mother virtuous yet withſtands 
Her kindred's wiſhes, and her fire's commands; 
Thro' both, Eurymachus purſues the dame, 
And with the nobleſt gifts aſſerts his claim. 
Hence therefore, while thy ſtores thy own remain, 
Thou know'ſt the practice of their female train, 
Loſt in the children of the preſent ſpouſe, 
They flight the pledges of their former vows; 
Their love is always with the lover paſt; 

Still the ſucceeding flame expels the laſt. 

Let o'er thy houſe ſome choſen maid preſide, 
Till heav'n decrees to bleſs thee in a bride. 
But now thy more attentive ears incline, 
Obſerve the warnings of a pow'r divine: 

For thee their ſnares the ſuitor lords ſhall lay 

In Samos? ſands. or ſtraits of Ithaca, 

To ſeize thy life ſhall lurk the murd'rous band, 
Ere yet thy footſteps preſs thy native land. 
No ſooner far their riot and their luſt 
All-cov'ring earth ſhall bury deep in duſt! 

Then diſtant from the ſcatter'd iſlands ſteer, 

Nor let the night retard thy full carcer; 
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Thy heav'nly guardian ſhall inſtruct the gales 
To ſmooth thy paſlage, and ſupply thy fails: 
ind when at Ithaca thy labour ends, 
end to thy town the veſſel with thy friends; 
But ſeek thou firſt the maſter of the ſwine, 
For (till to thee his loyal thoughts incline) 
here paſs the night; while he his courſe purſues 
0 bring Penelope the wiſh'd-for news, 
hat thou ſafe ſailing from the Pylian ſtrand 
rt come to bleſs her in thy native land. 
Thus ſpoke the Goddeſs, and reſum'd her flight 
o the pure regions of eternal light. 
llean-while Piſiſtratus he gently ſhakes, 
ad with theſe words the ſlumb'ring youth awakes. 
Riſe, ſon of Neſtor! for the road prepare, 
ind join the harneſs'd courſers to the car. 
What cauſe, he cry'd, can juſtify our flight, 
o tempt the dangers of forbidding night? 
Ne wait we rather, *till approaching day 
prompt our ſpeed, and point the ready way, 
or think of flight before the Spartan king 
all bid farewel, and bounteous preſents bring; 
its, which to diſtant ages ſafely ſtor'd, 
e ſacred act of friendſhip ſhall record. 
Thus he. But when the dawn beſtreak'd the eaſt, 
de king from Helen roſe, and ſought his gueſt, 
ſoon as his approach the hero knew, 
ie ſplendid mantle round him firſt he threw, 
en o'er his ample ſhoulders whirl'd the cloak, 
>Qful met the monarch, and beſpoke, . 
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Hail, great Atrides, favour'd of high Jove! 
Let not thy friends in vain for licence move, 
Swift let us meaſure back the wat'ry way, 

Nor check our ſpeed, impaticnt of delay. 

If with deſire ſo ſtrong thy boſom glows, 
Ill, faid the king, ſhou'd I thy wiſh oppoſe; 
For oft” in others freely I reprove 
The ill-tim'd efforts of officious love; 

Who love too much, hate in the like extreme, 
And both the golden mean alike condemn. 
Alike he thwarts the hoſpitable end, 

Who drives the free, or (lays the haſty friend; 
True friendſhip's laws are by this rule expreſt, 
Welcome the coming, ſpeed the parting gueſt. 
Yet ſtay, my friends, and in your chariot take 
The nobleſt preſents that our love can make: 
Mean-time commit we to our women's care 
Some choice domeſtic viands to prepare; 

The trav'ler riſing from the banquet gay, 
Eludes the labours of the tedious way. 

Then if a wider courſe ſhall rather pleaſe 
Thro” ſpacious Argos, and the realms of Greece, 
Atrides in his chariot ſhall attend; 

Himſelf thy convoy to each royal friend, 

No prince will let Ulyſſcs' heir remove 

Without ſome pledge, ſome monument of love: 
Theſe will the caldron, theſe the tripod give, 
From thoſe the well pair'd mules we ſhall receive, 
Or bowl emboſs'd whoſe golden figures live. 

To whom the youth, for prudence fam'd, reply“ 
O monarch, care of heav'n! thy people's pride! 
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No friend in Ithaca my place ſupplies, 
No pow'rful hands are there, no watchful eyes: 
ly ſtores expos'd and fenceleſs houſe demand 
The ſpeedieſt ſuccour from my guardian hand; 
Eieſt in a ſearch too anxious and too vain 
0f one loſt joy, 1 loſe what yet remain. 
his purpoſe when the gen'rous warrior heard, 
He charg'd the houſhold cates to be prepar'd. 
Now with the dawn, from his adjoining home, 
Was Boethoedes Fteoneus come; 
Swift as the word he forms the riſing blaze, 
ind o'er the coals the ſmoaking fragments lays. 
lean- time the king, his ſon, and Helen, went 
Iruere the rich wardrobe breath'd a coſtly ſcent, 
Ihe king ſelected from the glitt ring rows 
MW bowl; the prince a ſilver beaker choſe. 
The beauteous queen revolv'd with careful eyes 
er various textures of unnumber'd dies, 
and choſe the largeſt ; with no vulgar art 
er own fair hands embroider'd ev'ry part: 
:neath the reſt it lay divinely bright, 
ke radiant Heſper o'er the gems of night. 
nen with each gift they halten'd to their gueſt, 
nd thus the King Ulyſſes? heir addreſt. 
Since fix'd are thy reſolves, may thund'ring Jove 
ich happieſt omens thy deſires approve! 
is ſilver bowl, whoſe coſtly margins ſhine 
ichas'd with gold, this valu'd gift be thine; 
me this preſent, of Vulcanian frame, 
JW" Sidon's hoſpi:able monarch came; 
Vo L. II. ok . 
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To thee we now conſign the precius load, long 
T he pride of kings, and labour of a God. Ind 1 

Then gave the cup; while Megapenthe brought ue 
The ſilver vaſe with living ſculpture wrought. Lib 
The beauteous queen, advancing next, diſplay'd ls ri 
The ſhining veil, aad thus endearing ſaid. Then 

Accept, dear youth, this monument of love, Fa 


Long ſince, in better days, by Helen wove: 
Safe in thy mother's care the-veſture lay, 

To deck thy bride, and grace thy nuptial day. 
Mean-time may'ſt thou with happieſt ſpecd regain Wh! « 


Thy ſtately palace, and thy wide domain. If all 
She ſaid, and gave the veil; with grateful lock 40 
The prince the variegated preſent toc k. 0 hi 


And now, when thro” the royal dome they paſs'd, n 
High on a throne the king each ſtranger plac'd. o 


A golden ew'r th” attendant damſel brings, Sca 
Replete with water from the cryſtal ſprings; Uran 
With copious ſtreams the ſhining vaſe ſupplies mill 


A ſilver laver of capacious ſize. 

They waſh. The tables in fair order ſpread, 
The glitt'ring caniſters are crown'd with bread; i ſole 
Viands of various kinds allure the taſte ull de 
Of choiceſt ſort and ſavour; rich repaſt! 
Whilſt Eteoneus portions out the ſhares, 
Atrides' ſon the purple draught prepares. 
And now (each fated with the genial feaſt, 
And the ſhort rage of thirſt and hunger ceaſt) fate 
Ulyſſes? ſon, with his illuſtrious friend, ö 
The horſes join, the poliſh'd car aſcend, ie be 
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long the court the fiery ſteeds rebound, 
Ind the wide portal echoes to the ſound, 
The king precedes; a bowl with fragrant wine 
Libation deſtin'd to the pow'rs divine) 
is right-hand held: before the ſeeds he ſtands, 
Then, roix'd wich pray'rs, he utters theſe commands. 
Farewell and proſper, youths! let Neſtor know 
hat gratefal thoughts (till in this boſom glow, 
or all the proofs of his paternal care, 
hro? the long dangers of the ten-years war. 
h! doubt not our report (the prince rejoin'd) 
all the virtues of thy generous mind. 
oh! return'd might we Ulyſſes meet! 
o him thy preſents ſhew, thy words repeat: 
ow will each ſpeech his grateful wonder raiſe? 
low will each gift indulge us in thy praiſe? 
Scarce ended thus the prince, when on the right 
vanc'd the bird of Jove: auſpicious ſight ! 
milkwhite fowl his clinching talons bore, 
ich care domeſtic pamper'd at the floor. 
alants in vain with threat'ning cries purſue, 
ſolemn ſpeed the bird majeſtic flew 
ul dexter to the car: the proſp'rous ſight 
ld ev'ry breaſt with wonder and delight. 
But Neſtor's ſon the chearful ſilence broke, 
d in theſe words the Spartan chief beſpoke. 
if to us the Gods theſe omens ſend, 
i fates peculiar to thyſelf portend ? 
Whilſt yet the monarch paus'd, with doubts oppreſt, 
e beauteous queen reliev'd his lab'ring breaſt, 
N 2 
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Hear me, ſhe cry'd, to whom the Gods have giv'n 


To read this ſigu, and myſtick ſenſe of heav'n, ” 
As thus the plumy ſov'rcign of the air * | 
Left on the mountain's brow his callow care, r 
And wander'd thro? the wide ethereal way = 
To pour his wrath on yon luxurious prey ; 21 
So ſhall thy godlike father, toſs'd in vain 1 
Thro' all the dangers of the boundleſs main, 1 
2 Whi 
Arrive, (or is perchance alrcady come) 11 
From ſlaugbter'd gluttons to releaſe the dome. = 
Oh! if this promis'd bliſs by thund'ring Jove, Th 
{The prince reply'd) ſtand fix'd in fate above; | 5 
To thee, as to ſome God, I'll temples raiſe, «ug 
And crown thy altars with the coſtly blaze. ; a 
He ſaid; and bending o'er his chariot, flung * 


Athwart the fiery ſteeds the ſmarting thong; 
The bounding ſhafts upon the harneſs play, 

' Till night deſcending intercepts the way. 
To Diocles, at Phaerae, they repair, 


} 
Vhoſe boaſted fire was ſacred Alpheus' heir; : ; 
\ 
With him all night the youthful ſtrangers ſtay d, | a4 


Nor found the hoſpitable rites unpay'd. 

But ſoon as morning from her oricnt bed 

Had ting'd the mountains with her eatlieſt red, 
They join'd the ſteeds and on the chariot ſprung; 
The brazen portals in their paſſage rung. 

To Pylos ſoon they came; when thus begun 
To Neſtor's heir Ulyſſes? god-like ſon: 
Let not Piſiſtratus in vain be preſt, 

Nor unconſcnting hear his friend's requeſt; 
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His friend by long hereditary elaim, 
In toils his equal, and in years the ſame. 
No further from our veſſel, I implore, 
The courſers drive; but laſh them to the ſhore. 
Too long thy father would his friend detain ; 
| dread his profer'd kindneſs, urg'd in vain. 
The heroe paus'd, and ponder'd this requeſt, 
While love and duty warr'd within his breaſt. 
At length reſolv'd, he turn'd his ready hand, 
And laſh'd his panting courſers to the ſtrand. 
There, while within the poop with care he ſtor'd 
he regal preſents of the Spartan lord; 
With ſpeed be gone, (ſaid he) call ev'ry mate, 
re yet to Neſtor I the tale relate: 
Tis true, the fervor of his gen'rous heart 
ook s no repulſe, nor could'ſt thou ſoon depart : 
Fimſelf will ſeek thee here, nor wilt thou find, 
la words alone, the Pylian monarch kind. 
tut when arriv'd, he thy return ſhall know, 
ow will his breaſt with honeſt fury glow? 
his ſaid, the ſounding ſtrokes his horſes fire, 
Id ſoon he reach'd the palace of his fire. 
FJ Now, (cry'd Telemachus) with ſpeedy care 
boiſe ev'ry ſail, and ev'ry oar prepare. 
ift as the word his willing mates obey, 
d ſcize their ſeats, impatient for the ſea. 
Meantime the prince with ſacrifice adores 
liner va, and her guardian aid implores ; 
den lo! a wretch ran breathleſs to the ſhore, 
„ {rom his crime, and recking yet with gore. 
| N 3 
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A ſcer he was, from great Melam pus ſprung, 
Melampus, who in Pylos flouriſh'd long, 

' Til! urg'd by wrongs a foreign realm he choſe, 
Far from the hateful cauſe of all his woes. 
Neleus his treaſures one long year detains; 

As long, he groan'd in Phylacus his chains: 


Mean-time, what anguiſh and what rage combin'd, 


For lovely Pero rack'd his lab'ring mind! 

Yet ſcap'd he death; and vengeful of his wrong 
To Pylos drove the lowing herds along: 

Then (Neleus vanquiſh'd, and conſign'd the fair 
To Bias' arms) he ſought a foreign air; 

Argos the rich for his retreat he choſe, 

There form'd his empire; there his palace roſe. 
From him Antiphates and Mantius came: 

- The firſt begot Oicleus great in fame, 

And he Amphiaraus, immortal name! 

The people's ſaviour, and divinely wiſe, 

Belov'd by Jove, and him who gilds the ſkies, 


Yet ſhort his date of life! by female pride he dies, 


From Mantius Clitus, whom Avrora's love 
Snatch'd tor his beauty to the thrones above: 
And Polyphides on whom Phoebus ſhone 
With fulleſt rays. Amphiaraus now gone; 

In Hypercſia's groves he made abode, 

And taught mankind the counſels of the God. 
From him ſprung Theoclymenus, who found 
(The ſacred wine yet foaming on the ground) 
Telemachus: whom, as to heav'n he preſt 
His ardent vous, the ſtranger thus addreſt. 
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O thou! that doſt thy happy courſe prepare 
With pure libations, and with ſolemn pray'r; 
by that dread pow'r to whom thy vows are paid; 
zy all the lives of theſe; thy own dear head, 
Declare fincerely to no foe's, demand 
Thy name, thy lineage, and paternal land, 
Prepare then, ſaid Telemachus, to know 
tale from falſhood free, not free from woe. 
from Ithaca,” of royal birth I came, 
1d great Uly ſſes (ever honour'd name!) 
Vas once my fire: tho? now for ever loſt 
u Stygian gloom he glides a penſive ghoſt! 
Choſe fate enquiring, thro? the world we rove; 
ne laſt, the wretched proof of filial love. 
The ſtranger then. Nor ſhall I ovght conceal, 
ut the dire ſecret of my fate reveal. 
my own tribe an Argive wretch I flew; 
hoſe pow'rful friends the luckleſs deed purſue 
With unrelenting rape, and force from home 
The blood-ſtain'd exile, ever doom'd to roam. 
it bear, oh bear me o'er yon azure flood; 
ceive the ſuppliant! ſpare my deſtin'd blood! 
stranger (reply'd the prince) ſecurely reſt 
5inc'd in our faith, henceforth our gueſt, 
bus affable, Ulyſſes? god-like heir 
kes from the ſtranger's hand the glitt'ring ſpear : 
«climbs the ſhip, aſcends the ſtern with haſte, 
by his ſide the gueſt accepted plac'd. 
e chief his orders gives: th” obedient band 
i due obſervance wait the chief's command: 
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uch 
With ſpeed the maſt they rear, with ſpeed unbind 1 


The ſpacions ſh-cr, and ſtretch it to the wind. A 
Minerva calls; the ready gales obey 

With rapid ſpeed to whirl them o'er the ſea. 
Crunus they paſs'd, next Chalcis roll'd away, 
When thick'ning darkneſs clos'd the doubtful day ; hes 


low 
tf on 


Fate 


The fiiver Phaca's glitt'ring rills they loſt, 


And kim'd along by Elis“ ſacred coaſt, * 
Then cautious thro! the rocky reaches wind, | bloc 
And turning ſudden, ſhun the death deſign'd. ich 

Mean: time the king, Eumaeus, and the reſt, Ind £, 
Sate in the cottage, at their rural ſeaſt: ay el 
The banquct paſt, and fatiate ev'ry man, xeet. 
To try his hoſt Ulyſſes thus began. rell 

Yet one night more, my friends, indulge your gueſt Til g 
The laſt I purpoſe in your walls to reſt; "ith g 
To-morrow for myſelt | muſt provide, Ind fa 
And only aſk your counſel, and a guide: i To 
Patient to roam the ſtreet by hunger led, wan 
And bleſs the friendly hand that gives me bread, Miko k. 


There in Ulyſſes? roof J may relate lars: 
Ulyſſes' wand'rings to his royal mate; tall el 
Or mingling with the ſuitors haughty train, 


life 01 
Not undeſerving, ſome ſupport obtain. tall t 
Hermes to me his various gifts imparts, al Pin 
Patron of induſtry and manual arts: TW (ch 
Few can with me in dext'rons works contend, We tl 
The pyre to build, the ſtubborn oak to rend; Wit ca 
To turn the taſteful viand o'er the flame; ire 


Or foam the goblet with a purple ſtream, 
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zuch are the taſks of men of mean eſtate, 
hom for: une dooms to ſerve the rich and great. 
Alas! (Eumaeus with a ſigh rejoin'd) 
low ſprung a thought ſo monſtrous in thy mind? 
fon that god- leſs race thou wouldſt attend, 
fue owes thee ſure a miſerable end! 
hcir wrongs and blaſphemies aſcend the ſky, 
ind pull deſcending vengeance from or. high. 
ot ſuch, my friend, the ſervants of their feaſt : 
| blooming train in rich embroid'ry dreſt. 
Vith ea th's whole tribute the bright table bends, 
ind ſmiling round cele(tial youth attends. 
ay then: no eye aſkance bzholds thee here, 
xcet is thy converſe to each ſocial ear; 
\ell pleas'd, and pleaſing in our cottage reſt, 
Til good Teclemachus accepts his guett 
1th genial gifts, and change of fair attires, 
ind fafe conveys thee where thy ſoul deſires. 
To him the man of woes. O gracious Jove!, 
ward this ſtranger's hoſpitable love, 
ho knows the fon ot ſorrow to relieve, 
iears the ſad heart, nor lets affliction grieve, 
|: all the ills unhappy mortals know, 
life of wand'rinys is the greateſt woe: 
tall their weary ways wait Care and Pain, 
"nl Pine and Penury, 4 meagre train. 
F ſuch a man ſince harbour you afford, 
F-'te the farther fortunes of your lord; 
lat cares his mother's tender breaſt engage, 
Sire, forſaken on the verge of age; 
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Bencath the ſun prolong they yet their breath, 
Or range the houſe of darkneſs and of death? Nor 

To whom the ſwain. Attend what you enquire. No | 
Laertes lives, the miſerable fire, 


Lives, but implores of ev'ry pow'r to lay Nor 
The burden down, and wiſhes for the day. | Prou 
Torn from his off-pring in the eve of life, 1 
Torn tron th? embraces of his tender wife, and, 
Sole, and all comfortleſs he waſtes away, The 
Old age urtimely poſting ere his day. Rate 
She too, ſad mother! for Uly ſſes loſt inat c 
Pin'd out her bloom, and vaniſh'd to a ghoſt. To ea 
(So dire a fate: ye righteous Gods! avert, J'by 
unk 


From ev'ry friendly, ev'ry feeling heart!) | 
While yet ſhe was, tho” clouded o'er with grief, her 
Her pleaſing converſe miniſter'd relief: 
With Climene, her youngeſt daughter, bred, 
One roof contain'd us, and one table fed. 

But when the ſoftly-ſtealing pace of time 
Crept on from child- hood into youthful prime, 
To Samos' iſle ſhe ſent the wedded fair; 

Me to the fields, to tend the rural care; 
Array'd in garments her own hands had wove, 
Nor leſs the darling object of her love. 

Her hapleſs death my brighter days o'ercaſt, 
Yet providence deſcrts me not at laſt; 

My preſent labours food and drink procure, 
And more, the pleaſure to relieve the poor. 
Small is the comfort from the queen to hear 
Unwelcome news, or vex the royal car ; 
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Blank and diſcountenanc'd the ſervants ſtand, 
Nor dare to queſtion where the proud com mand: 
No profit ſprings beneath uſurping pow'rs; 
Want feeds not there, where luxury devours, 
Nor harbours charity where riot reigns: 
Proud are the lords, and wretched are the ſwains, 
J The ſuff'ring chief at this began to melt; 
ind, oh Eumaeus! thou (he cries) haſt felt 
FThe ſpite of fortune too! her eruel hand 
Finatch'd thee an infant from thy native land! 
inatchi'd from thy parents arms, thy parents eyes, 
To early wants! a man of miſcries ! 
Thy whole ſad ſtory, from its firſt, declare: 
unk the fair city by the rage of war, 
here once thy parents dwelt? or did they keep 
Ia humbler life, the lowing herds and ſheep? 
left perhaps to tend the fleecy train, 
Nude pyrates ſeiz'd, and ſhipp'd thee o'er the main? 
vom'd a fair prize to grace ſome prince's board, 
e worthy purchaſe of a foreign lord, 
If then my fortunes can deliyht my friend, 
Þ ory fruitful of events, attend: 
other's ſorrow may thy ear enjoy, 
Fd wine the lengthen'd intervals employ. 
mg nights the now-declining year beſtows; 
part we conſecrate to ſoft repoſe, 
ert in pleaſing talk we entertain 
too much reſt itſelf becomes a pain. 
E thoſe, whom ſleep invites, the call obey, 
eir cares reſuming with the dawning day: 
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Here let us feaſt, and to the feaſt be join'd 1 
Diſcourſe, the ſweeter banquet of the mind; 'Fo 
Reitiew the ſeries of our lives, and taſte t 
The melancholy joy of evils pat; he 
For he who much hes ſuffer'd much will know; | toc 
And vlea+'d remembrance builds delight on woe, ly 
Above Ortygia lies an ifle ot fame, Put 1 
Far hence remote, and Syria is the name; he 
(There curious eyes inſerib'd with wonder trace H 
The ſun's diurnal, and his annual race) Haſte 
Not large, but fruittul; ſtor'd with graſs to keep paſte 
The bcllowing oxcn, and the bleating ſheep; or ſt 
Her ſloping hills the mantling vines adorn, at 
And her rich vallies wave with golden corn. Au 
No want, no famine the glad natives know, irt 
Nor ſiuk by ſickneſs to the ſhades below; he th 
But when a length of years unncrves the ſtrong, e nor 
Apollo comes, and Cynthia comes along, or ne 
They bend the filver bow with tender {kill, j road 
And void of pain, the ſilent arrows kill. eilen 
Two cqual tribes this fertile land divide, For u- 
V here two fair citics riſe with equal pride, re ſtil 
But both in conſtant peace one prince obey, Weath & 
And Cteſius, there, my father, holds the ſway. our ve 
Freighted, it ſeems, with toys of ev'ry ſort iſpatcl 
A ſhip of Sidon anchor'd in our port; en ge 
hat- time it chanc'd the palace entertain'd, d mo 
Skill'd in rich works, a women of their land. n, ch 
This nymph, where anchor'd the Phoenician tran, noble 
To wath her robes deſcending to the main, 1hus 
; rear th 
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| ſ\month-tongu'd ſailor won her to his mind; 

For love deccives the beſt of woman- kind.) 

\ ſudden truſt from ſudden liking grew; 

he told her name, her race, and all ſhe knew. 

too (ſhe cry'd) from glorious Sidon came, 

ly father Arybas, of wealthy fame; 

Pat ſnatch'd by pirates from my native place, 
he Taphians ſold me to this man's embrace. 
Halte then (the falſe deſigning youth repiy'd) 

Hiſte to thy country; love ſhall be thy guide: 

Paſte to thy father's houſe, thy father's breaſt, 

For (till he lives, and lives with riches bleſt. 
« Swear firlt {ſhe cry'd) ye ſailors! to reſtore 

A wretch in ſaſcty to her native ſhore, 

"it as ſhe aſk d, the ready ſailors ſwore. 

e then proceeds: Now let our compact made 
nor by ſignal nor by word bet ray d, 

or near me any of your crew detcry'd 

road frequented, or by fountaiu-ſide. 

: flence ſtill our guard. The monarch's ſpies 

for watchful age is ready to ſurmize) 

re (til at hand; and this reveal'd muſt be 

cath to yourſelves, eternal chains to me. 

Tour veſſel loaded, and your traffic pat, 

ſpatch a wary meſſenger with haſte : 

cn gold and coſtly treaſures will 1 bring, 

14 more, the infant off>pring of the king. 

n, child-like wand'ring forth, I'll lead away, 

inoble prize!) and to your ſhip convey. 


153 


1hus ipoke the dame, and homeward took the road, 


jear they traffic, and their veſſel load, 
VoL. II. 0 N 


x54 HOMER's ODYSSEY, XV. 493. 


Their ſtores compleat, and ready now to weigh, 
A ſpy was ſent their ſummons to convey: 

An artiſt to my father's palace came, 

With gold and amber chains, elab'rate frame: 
Each female eye the glitt'ring links employ, 
They turn, review, and cheapen ev'ry toy. 

Ile took th” occaſion as they ſtood intent, 

Gave her the ſign, and to his veſſel went. 

She ſtrait purſu'd, and ſeiz'd my willing arm; 

I follow'd ſmiling, innocent of harm, | 
Three golden goblets in the porch ſhe found, 
(The gueſts not enter'd, but the table crown'd) 
Hid in her fraudful boſom, theſe ſhe bore: 

Now ſet the ſun, and darken'd all the ſhore. 
Arriving then, where tilting on the tides 
Prepar'd to launch the freighted veſſel rides; 
Aboard they heave us, mount their decks, and {weep 
With level oar along the glaſſy deep. 

Six calmy days and fix ſmooth nights we ſail, 
And conſtant Jove ſupply'd the gentle gale. 


The ſev'nth, the fraudful wretch, (no cauſe deſcry'd 


Touch'd by Diana's vengeful arrow, dy'd. 
Down di opt the caitiff corſe, a worthleſs load, 
Down to the deep ; there roll'd the future food 
Of fierce ſea-wolves, and monſters of the flood. 
An hapleſs infant | remain'd behind; 
Thence born to Ithaca by wave and wind; 
Sold to Laertes, by divine command, 
And now adopted to a foreign land. 

To him the king. Reciting thus thy cares, 
My ſecret foul in all thy ſorrows ſhares: 
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Put one choice bleſſing (ſuch as Jove's high will) 
Has ſweeten'd all thy bitter draught of ill: 
Torn from thy country to no hapleſs end, 
The Gods have, in a maſter, giv'n a friend, 
Whatever frugal nature needs is thine, 
For ſhe needs little) daily bread and wine. 
While I, ſo many wand'rings paſt and woes, 
Live but on what thy poverty beltows. 
So paſt in pleaſing dialogue away 
The night ; then down to ſhort repoſe they lay ; 
'Till radiant rofe the meſſenger of day. 
While in the port of Ithaca, the band 
Of young Telemachus approach'd the land; 
Their ſails they loos'd, they laſh'd the maſt aſide, 
And caſt their anchors, and the cables ty'd: 
Then on the breezy ſhore deſcending, join 
ep In grateful banquet o'er the roſy wine. 
When thus the prince: Now each his courſe purſue; 
Ito the fields, and to the city you. 
Long abſent hence, I dedicate this day 
My ſwains to viſit, and the works ſurvey, 
:xpect me with the morn, to pay the ſkies 
Dur debt of ſafe return, in feaſt and ſacrifice. 
Then Theoclymenus. But who ſhall lend, 
vleantime, protection to thy ſtranger-fciend ? 
ſtrait to the queen and palace ſhall I fly, 
Ir yet more diſtant, to ſome lord apply? 
The prince return'd. Renown'd in days of yore 
as ſtood our father's hoſpitable door; 
o other roof a ſtranger ſhou'd receive, 
vor other hands than ours the welcome give. 
Oz 
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But in my abſence riot fills the place, 

Nor bears the modeſt queen a ſtrangei's face, 

From noiſeful revel far remote (he flies, 

But rarely ſeen, or ſeen with weeping eyes. 

No let Eurymachus receive my gueſt, 

Of nature courteous, and by far the belt ; 

He wooes the queen with more reſpectful flame, 

And emulates her former huſband's fame: 

With what ſucceſs, *tis Jove's alone to know, 

And the hop'd nuptials turn to joy or woe. 
Thus ſpeaking, on the right up- ſoar'd in air 

The hawk, Apollo's ſwift-wing'd meſſenger; 

His deathful pounces tore a trembling dove; 

The clotted feathers ſcatter'd from above 

Between the heroe and the veſſel pour 

Thick plumage, mingled with a ſanguine ſhow'r. 
Th” obſerving augur took the prince aſide, 

Seiz d by the hand, and thus prophetic ery'd. 

Lon bird that dexter cuts th' aerial road, 

Roſe ominous, nor flies without a God: 

No race but thine ſhall Ithaca obcy,- 

To thine, for ages, heav'n decrecs the ſway. 

Succecd the omen, Gods! (the youth rejoin'd) 

Soon ſhall my bounties ſpeak a grateful mind, 

And ſoon each envy'd happincſs attend 

The man who calls Telemachus his friend. 

Then to Peiracus 


A faithful ſervant, by thy prince belov'd ! 
Till we returning ſhall our gueſt demand, 
Accept this charge, with honour, at our hand. 


Thou whom time has prov'd 
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To this Peiracus; Joyful I obey, 
Well pleas'd the hoſpitable rites to pay. 
The preſence of thy gueſt ſhall beſt reward 
If long thy ſtay) the abſence of my lord. 


With that, their anchors he commands to weigh, 


Mount the tall bark, and launch into the ſca. 

All with obedient haſte forſake the ſhores, 

And plac'd in order, ſpread their equ-1 oars. 
Then from the deck the prince his ſindals takes; 
Pois'd in his hand the pointed juv'iin ſhakes, 
They part; while Ic!> ning from the hero's view, 
Swift to the town the well-row'd galley flew : 

The heroe trod the margin of the main, 

ind reach'd the manſion of his faithful ſwain, 


d 


ODYSSEY. 


THE SA ROGUMENMNT, 
The Diſcovery of Ulyſſes to Telemachus. 


ILELEM ACHUS arriving at the lodge of Eumacus 
ends him to carry Penelope the news of his return. 
Minerva appearing to Uluſſes commands him 19 di l- 
cover himſelf to his ſon. The princes, who bad lain in 
ambuſh to intercept Telemachus in his way, their pra- 
ject being defeated, return to Ithaca. 


(COON as the morning bluſh'd along the plains, 
2d Ulyſſes, and the monarch of the ſwains, 
Awake the ſleeping fires, their meal prepare, 
And forth to paſture ſend the briſtly care. 
The prince's near approach the dogs deſcry, 
And fawning round his feet, confeſs their joy. 
Their gentle blandiſhment the king ſurvey'd, 
Heard his reſounding ſtep, and inſtant faid : F 
Some well-known friend (Eumacus) bends this way; 
lis ſteps I hear; the dogs familiar play. 
While yet he ſpoke, the prince advancing drew 
Nigh to the lodge, and now appear'd in view. 
Tranſported from his ſeat Eumaeus ſprung, 


Dropp'd the full bowl, and round his boſom hung; 
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Kiſſing his cheek, his hand, while from his eye 
The tears rain'd copious in a ſhow'r of joy. 
As ſome fond lire who ten long winters grieves, 
From foreign climes an only ſon receives, 
(Child of his age) with ftrong paternal joy 
Forward he ſprings, and claſps the favourite boy: 
So round the youth Eis arms Eumaeus ſpread, 
As it the grave had given him from the dead, 
And is it thou? my ever dear dcliyht ! 
O art thou come to bleſs wy longing ſight! 
Never, I never hop'd to view this day, 
When o'er the waves you plow'd the deſp'rate way. 
Enter, my child! beyond my hopes reſtor'd, 
O give theſe eyes to feaſt upon their lord. 
Enter, oh ſeldom ſeen! for lawleſs pow'rs 
Too much detain thee from theſe ſylvan bow'rs, 
The prince reply d; Eumaeus, I obey ; 
To ſeek thee, friend, I hither took my way. 
But ſay, if in the court the queen reſide 
Severely chaſte, or if commenc'd a bride? 
Thus he: and thus the monarch cf the ſwains ; 
Severely chaſte Penelope remains, 
But loſt to ev'ry joy, ſhe waſtes the day 
In tedious cares, and weeps the night away. 
He ended, and (receiving as they paſs 
The jav'lin, pointed with a ſtar of braſs) 


They reach'd the dome; the dome with marble ſhin'd.F: 


His ſeat Ulyſſes to the prince reſign'd. 
Not ſo (exclaims the prince with decent grace) 


For me, this houſe ſhall find an humbler place: 
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J T' uſurp the honours due to ſilver hairs 
And rev'rend ſtrangers, modeſt youth forbears, 
Inſtant the ſwain the ſpoils of beaſts ſupplies, 
And bids the rural throne with oſiers rife. 
There fat the prince: the feaſt Eumacus ſpread ; 
And heap'd the ſhining caniſters with bread. 
Thick o'er the board the plenteous viands lay, 
The frugal remnants of the former day. 
Then in a bowl he tempers gen'rous wines, 
Around whoſe verge a mimic ivy twines. 
And now, the rage of thirſt and hunger fled, 
. YT Thus young Ulyſſes to Eumaeus ſaid. 
Whence father, from what ſhore this ſtranger, ſay? 
What veſſel bore him o'er the wat'ry way? 
To human ſtep our land impervious lies, 
and round the coaſt circumfluent oceans riſe. 
The ſwain returns A tale of forrows hear; 
In ſpacious Crete he drew his natal air : 
Long doom'd to wander o'er the land and main, 
tor heav*n has wove his thread of life with pain. 
lalf-breathleſs *ſcaping to the land, he flew 
rom Theſprot mariners, a murd'rous crew, 
o thee my ſon the ſuppliant I reſign, 
gave him my protection, grant him thine. 
Hard taſk, he cries, thy virtue gives thy ft iend, 
Villing to aid, unable to defend. 
in'd. En ſtrangers ſately in the court reſide, 
lidſt the ſwell'd inſolence of luſt and pride? 
n I unſafe: the queen in doubt to wed, 
r pay due honours to the nuptial bed? 
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Perhaps ſhe weds regardleſs of her fame, 

Deaf to the mighty Ulyſſean name. 

However, ſtranger ! from our grace reccive 

Such honours as befit a prince to give; 
Sandals, a ſword, and robes, reſpect to prove, 
And ſafe to fail with ornaments of love. 

Till then, thy gueſt amid the rural train 

Far from the court, from danger far, detain, 
Tis mine with food the hungry to ſupply, 

And cloath the naked from th' inclement (ky. 

Here dwell in ſafety from the ſuitors wrongs, 

And the rude inſults of ungovern'd tongues. 

For ſhould'ſt thou ſuffer, pow'rleſs to relieve 

I muſt behold it, and can only grieve. 

The brave encompaſs'd by an hoſtile train, 
O*erpow'r'd by numbers, is but brave in vain. 

To whom, while anger in his boſom glows, 

With warmth replies the man of mighty woes. 

Since audience mild is deign'd, permit my tongue 

At once to pity and reſent thy wrong. 

My heart weeps blood, to ſee a ſoul ſo brave 

Live to baſe inſolence of pow'r a ſlave. 

But tell me, doſt thou prince, doſt thou behold 

And hear their midnight revels uncontroul'd ? 
Say, do thy ſubjects in bold faction riſe, 

Or prieſts in fabled oracles adviſe? 

Or are thy brothers, who ſhould aid thy pow'r, 

Turn'd mean deſerters in the needful hour? 
O that I were from great Ulyſles ſprung, 


'n I 


Or that theſe wither'd nerves like thine were ſtrung; Y:' in 
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Ir heav'ns! might he return! (and ſoon appear 
He ſhall, I truſt; a hero ſcorns deſpair) 
Might he return, I yield my life a prey 
o my worlt foe, if that avenging day 
Be not their laſt : but ſhould I loſe my life 
ppreſs'd by numbers in the glorious ſtrife, 
| chuſe the nobler part, and yield my breath 
Rather than bear diſhonour worſe thar death; 
ſhan ſee the hand of violence invade 
he reverend ſtranger, and the ſpotleſs maid; 
han ſee the wealth of kings conſum'd in waſte, 
he drunkards revel, and the gluttons feaſt. 
Thus he, with anger flathing from his eye; 
acere the youthful hero made reply. 
or leagu'd in factious arms my ſubiects riſe, 
or prieſts in fabled oracles adviſe; 
or are my brothers who ſhould aid my pow'r 
urn d mean deſerters in the needful hour. 
* me! I boaſt no brother; beav'n's dread king 
ves from our ſtock an only branch to ſpring: 
one Laertes reign'd Arceſius' heir, 
one Ulyſſes drew the vital air, 
d I alone the bed connubial grac'd, 
T1 unbleſt offspring of a ſire unbleſt! 
ch neighb'ring realm conducive to our woe 
ids forth her peers, and every peer a foe: 
e court proud Samos and Dulichium fills, 
i lofty Zacinth crown'd with ſhady hills, 
'n Ithaca and all her lords invade 


g imperial ſceptre, and the regal bed: 
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The queen averſe to love, yet aw'd by pow'r, 
Seems half to yield, yet flies the bridal hour: 
Meantime thcir licence uncontroul'd | bear; 
Ev'n now they envy me the vital air: 
But heav'n will ſure revenge, and Gods there are, 
But go, Eumaeus! to the queen impart 
Our ſate return. and eaſe a mother's heart. 
Yet ſecret go; for numerous are my foes, 
And here at leaſt 1 may in peace repoſe. 
To whom the ſwain, I hear, and I obey: 
But old Laertes weeps his life away, 
And deems thee loſt: ſhall I my ſpeed employ 
To bleſs his age, a meſſenger of joy? 
IT he mournful hour that tore his ſon away 
Sent the ſad fire in ſolitude to ſtray; 


Let buſicd wich his ſlaves, to caſe his woe, "hy 
He dreſt the vine, and bad the garden blow, and 
Nor food nor wine refus'd: but ſinee the day air 
That you to Pylos plough'd the wat'ry way, 01 
Nor wine nor food he taſtes; but ſunk in woes, 10 CC 
Wild fprings the vine, no more the garden blows. She 
Shut from the walks of men, to pleaſure loſt, aper 
Penſive and pale he wanders half a ghoſt. one 


Wretched old man! (with tears the prince returns one 
Yet ceaſe to go what man ſo bleſt but mourns? ath 


Were every wiſh indulg'd by fav'ring ſkies, engt 
This hour ſhou'd give Ulyſſes to my eyes. s bla, 
But to the queen with ſpeed diſpatchtul bear den fi 
Our ſafe return, and back with ſpeed repair: The 
And let ſome handmaid of her train reſort rec li. 


To good Laertes in his rural court. lor, 
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While yet he ſpoke, impatient of delay 

He brac'd his ſandals on, and ſtrode away : 
Then from the heav'ns the martial Goddeſs flies 
Thro' the wide fields of air, and cleaves the ſkies; 
In form, a virgin in ſoft beauty's bloom, 
SKill4 in th” illuſtrious labours of the loom. 
Alone to Ithacus ſhe ſtood diſplay'd, 
Put unapparent as a viewleſs ſhade 
Eſcap'd Telemachus : (the pow'rs above 
deen or unſeen, o'er earth at pleaſure move) 
The dogs intelligent confeſs'd the tread 
Vf pow'r divine, and howling, trembling fled, 

he Goddeſs beck'ning waves her deathleſs hands; 
Dauntleſs the King before the Goddeſs ſtands. 

Then why (ſhe ſaid) O favour'd of the ſkies! 
hy to thy god-like ſon this long diſguiſe? 

and forth reveal'd: with him thy cares employ 
gainſt thy foes; be valiant, and deſtroy ! 

2 I deſcend in that avenging hour, 

ſo combat by thy ſide, thy guardian pow'r. 

She faid, and o'er him waves her wand of gold; 
nperial robes his manly limbs infold: 
once with grace divine his frame improves; 
once with majeſty enlarg'd he moves: 
mth fluſh'd his red'ning cheek, and from his brows 
length of hair in ſable ringlets flows; 
s black”ning chin receives a deeper ſhade: 
den from his eyes upſprung the warrior maid. 
The hero re-aſcends: The prince o'craw'd 
rec lifts his eyes, and bows as to a God. 
VOL, II. P 
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Then with ſurprize (ſurprize chaſtis'd by fears) 
How art thou chang'd! (he cry'd) a God appears! 
Far other veſts thy limbs majeſtic grace, 
Far other glories lighten from thy face! 
If heav'n be thy abode, with pious care 
Lo! I the ready ſacrifice prepare: 
Lo! gifts of labour'd gold adorn thy ſhrine, 
To win thy grace: O fave us pow'r divine! 
Few are my days, Ulyſſes made reply, 
Nor I, alas! deſcendent of the ſky. 


I am thy father. O my ſon! my ſon! 


That father, for whoſe ſake thy days have run 
One ſcene of woe; to endleſs cares conſign'd, 
And outrag'd by the wrongs of baſe mankind. 
Then ruſhing to his arms, he kiſs'd his boy 
With the ſtrong raptures of a parent's joy. 


Tears bathe his cheek, and tears the ground bedew: 


He ſtrain'd him cloſe, as to his breaſt he grew. 
Ah me! (exclaims the prince with fond deſire) 
Thou art not no, thou can'ſt not be my ſire, 
Heav'n ſuch illuſion only can impoſe, 

By the falſe joy to aggravate my woes. 

Who but a God can change the gen'ral doom, 
And give to wither'd age a youthful bloom ? 
Late worn with years in weeds obſcene you trod, 
Now cloath'd in majeſty, you move a God! 


Forbear, he cry'd; for heav'n reſerve that name, 


Give to thy father but a father's claim: 
Other Ulyſſes ſhalt thou never ſee, 
I am Ulyſſes, I (my ſon) am he. 


Me, 


Tuice ten ſad years o'er earth and occan toſt, 

1 'Tis giv'n at length to view my native coaſt. 
Pallas, unconquer'd maid, my frame ſurrounds 

1 With grace divine; her pow'r admits no bounds: 
| She o'er my limbs old age and wrinkles ſhed; 


Nor leſs the father pour'd a ſocial flood; 4 


Eubroider'd veſtures, gold, and braſs are laid 
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Now ſtrong as youth, magnificent I tread. 
The Gods with caſe frail man depreſs, or raiſe, 
Exalt the lowly, or the proud debaſe. 4 
He ſpoke and ſate. The prince with tranſport flew, 1 
Hung round his neck, while tears his cheek bedew; 4 


They wept abundant, and they wept aloud. 4 
As the bold eagle with fierce forrow ſtung, 

Or parent vultur, mourns her raviſh'd young; 

They cry, they ſcream, their unfledg'd brood a prey 
To ſome rude churl, and born by ſtealth away, 

So they aloud : and tears in tides had run, 

Their grief unfiniſh'd with the ſetting ſun: 

But checking the full torrent in its flow, 

The prince thus interrupts the folemn woe. 

What ſhip tranſported thee, O father ſay, 
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And what bleſt hands have oar'd thee on the way? 
All, all (Ulyſſes inſtant made reply) \ 
| tell thee all, my child, my only joy! ' 


Phacacians bore me to the port aſſign'd, 

A nation ever to the (tranger kind; 

Vrapt in th' embrace of ſlcep, the faithful train 
Oer ſeas convey'd me to my native reign: 


Conceal'd in caverns in the ſylyan ſhade. 
# 
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Hicher, intent the rival rout to ſlay 

And plan the ſcene of death, I bend my way: 
So alias wills — but thou, my ſon, explain 
The names, and numbers of th” audacious train; 
is wine to judge if better to employ 

Aſſi tant force, or ſingly to dellroy. 

O'er earth (returns the prince) reſounds thy name, 
Thy w.'! try'd wifdom, and thy martial tame, 
Yet at thy words I ſtart, in wonder loſt; 

Can we engage, not decads, but an hoit? 

Can we alone in furi- us battle ſtand, 

Az:init that num'rous, and determin'd band? 

Hcar then their numbers: From Dulichium came 

Twice twenty (ix, all peers of mighty name, 

Six are their menial train: twice twelve the boaſt 

Of Samos; twenty from Zacynthus' coaſt: 

Ard twelve our country's pride; to theſe belong 
leden and Phemius ſkill'd in heav'nly ſong. 

Two ſew'rs from day to day the revels wait, 

Exact of taſte and ſerve the feaſt in ſtate. 

With ſuch a foe th* unequal fight to try, 

Were by falſe courage unreveng'd to die. 

Then what aſſiſtant pow'rs you boaſt, relate, 

Ere yet we mingle in the ſtern debate. 

Mark well my voice, Uly ſſes ſtrait replies: 
What necd of aids, if favour'd by the ſkies? 

If ſhielded to the dreadful fight we more, 
By mighty Valias, and by thund' ing Jove. 

Suſũcient they ( Telemachus rejoin'd) 
Agaiuſt the banded pow'rs of all mankind : 


je, 


From the pollution of the fuming fires; 
F Leſt when the bowl inflames, in vengeful mood 
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They, high enthron'd above the rolling clouds, 

Wither the ſtrength of man, and aue the Gods. 
Such aids expect, he cries, when itrong in might 

We riſe terrific to the taſk of fight. 

But thou, when morn ſ:lutes th” aerial plain, 

The court reviſit and the lawleſs train: 

Me thither in diſguiſe Eumaeus leads, 

An aged mendicant in tatter'd weeds. 

There, if baſe ſcorn inſult my rev'rend age, 

Bear it my ſon! repreſs thy riſing rage: 

If outrag'd, ceaſe that outrage to repel, 

Bear it my ſon! howe'cr thy heart rebel. 

Yet ſtrive by pray'r and counſel to reſtrain 

Their lawleſs inſults, tho? thou ſtrive in vain : 

For wicked ears are deaf to wifdom's call, 

And vengeance ſtrikes whom heav'n has doom'd to fall. 


once more attend: When ſhe “ whoſe pow'r inſpires 


The thinking mind, my ſoul to vengeance fires; 
I give the ſign: that inſtant, from beneath, 
Aloft convey the inſtruments of death, 
Armour and arms; and if miſtruſt ariſe, 
Thus veil the truth in plauſible diſguiſe. 
* Theſc glittering weapons, ere he ſail'd to Troy 
" Ulyſſes view'd with ſtern heroic joy; 
Then, beaming o'cr th? illumin'd wall they ſhone: 
Now duſt diſhonours all their luſtre gone. 
© I bear them hence (fo Jove my ſoul inſpires) 


Le ruth to arms, and ſlain the feaſt with blood; 
T0 
ka Minerva. 
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Oft ready ſwords in luckleſs hour incite 
* The band of wrath, and arm it for the fight.” 
Such be the plea, and by the plea deccive; 
For Jove intatuates all, and ali believe. 
Let leave for each of us a ſword to wicld, 
A pointed j.v'lin, and a fencetul ſhield, 
But by my b:ood that ih thy boſom glows, |. 
By that regard a ton his father owes; 
The Zcret that thy facher lives, retain 
Lock'd in thy boſom from the houth-|l1 train; 
Hide it from all; ev'n from Fumacus hide, 
From my dear father, and my dearer bride. 
One care icmains, to note the loyal few 
Whote faith yet laſts among the menial crew; 
And noting, cre we riſe in vengeance, prove 
Who loves his prince; for ſure you merit love. 
To whom the youth: To emulate | atm 
The brave ond wile, and my great father's fame. 
But re conſider, ſince the uiſeſſ err, 
Vengeance r. ſolv'd 'tis dangerous to defer. 
What length of time mutt we conſume in vain, 
Too curi:-us to explore the menial train? 
Vhile the proud foes, induſtrious to deſtroy 
Thy wealth in riot, the delay enjoy. 
Suffice it in this esigence alone 
To mark the damfcls that attend the throne: 
Ditpers'd the youth refides; their filth to prove 
ſ- ve grants h-ncetorth, if thou batt ſpoke from Jove 
Waile in debate (hey waſte the hours away, 
Ti” aſlociates of the prince repais'd the bay; 
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With ſpeed they guide the veſſel to the ſhores; 
With ſpeed devarking land the naval ſtores; 
Then faithful to their charge, to Clytius bear, | 
And truſt the pieſents to his friendly care, | 
Swift to the qugen a herald flies t impart 

Her ſon's return and cate a parent”s heart; 


—— 


Leſt a ſad prey to ever-muſing cares, 
Pale grief deſtroy what time a while forbears. 
Th' uncautious hcrald with impaticnce burns, | 


Anꝗ cries aloud, 'i by fon, oh Queen, returns: 1 
Eumacus ſg: approach'd th* imperial throne, | 
And breath'ꝗ his mandate to her ear alone, | 
Then mcaſur'd back the way —— Ihe ſuitor band 


stung to the ſoul, ab.ſh'4, confhunded ſtand; 
And iſſuing trom the dome, b« fore the gate, | 
I With clouded looks, a pale iflembly fat, | 
At Ien2th Eurymact.us Out hopes are vain; | 
Te!emaclius in triumph fails the main. 
Haſte, rear the mall, the ſwelling ſhroud diſplay ; 
Halte, to our ambulh'd friends the news convey ! 
Scarce had he ſpeke, when turning to the ſtrand 
Amphinomus ſurvey'd th* affociate band; 
Fu'l to the bey within the winding ſhores 
With gathcr'd ſails they ſtood. and lifted oars, 
friends! he cry'd, elate with riſing joy, 
dee to the port ſecure the veſſel fly! 
dome God has told them, or themſclves ſurvey 
1 Jove The bark cſcap'd ; and meaſure back their way, 
Swift at the word deſcending to the ſhores, 
They moor the veſſel and unlade the ores; 
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Then moving from the ſtrand, apart they ſate, 1. 
And full and frequent, form'd a dire debate. | a 
Lives then the boy? he lives (Antinous cries) 
The care of Gods and fav'rite of the ſkies. # 
All night we watch'd, till with her orient wheels | \ 
Aurora flam'd above the eaſtern hills, n 
And from the lofty brow of rocks by day 10 
Took in the ocean with a broad ſurvey: A, 
Yet ſafe he ſails ! the pow'rs coeleſtial give 80 
To ſhun the hidden ſnares of death, and live. Gi 
But die he ſhall, and thus condemn'd to bleed | 
Be now the ſcene of inſtant death decreed : 'T 
Hope ye ſucceſs? undauted cruſh the foe. Co: 
Is he not wiſe? know this, and ſtrike the blow. "74 
Wait ye, till he to arms in council draws Ic, 
The Greeks, averſe too juſtly to our cauſe? Ic; 
Strike, ere the ſtates conven'd the foe betray, 1 
Our murd'rous ambuſh on the wat'ry way. "BY 
Or chuſe ye vagrant from their rage to fly Arri 
Outcaſts of carih, to breathe an unknown ſky ? "FR 
T he brave prevent misfortune; then be brave, 1 
And bury future danger in his grave. Ihe 
Returns he? ambuſh'd we'll his walk invade, ; 
Or where he hides in {: litude and ſhade: Hier! 
And give the palace to the queen a dow'r, all; 
Or him ſhe bleſſes in the bridal hour. WR 
But it ſubmiſſive you reſign the ſway, 1 fr 
Slaves to a boy, go, flatter and obey. ariel 
Retire we inſtant to our native reign, 10 


7 1 8 41 1 
Nor be the wealth of kings conſum'd in vain, denon 
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Then wed whom choice approves : the queen be giv'n 
To ſome bleſt prince, the prince decrecd by heav'n. 


1 Abalh'd, the ſuitor train his voice attends; 
Till from his throne Amphinomus defcends. 


I ho o'er Dulichium ftretch'd his ſpacious reign, 


A land of plenty, bleit with ev'ry grain: 

I Chief of the numbers who the queen addreſt, 

And tho' diſpleaſing, yet diſpleaſing leaſt. 

Soft were his words; his actions wiſdom ſway'd; 
Graccful a- uhile he paus'd, then n. ildly ſaid. 


O friends forbear! and be the thought withſtood : 


is horrible to ſhed imperial blood! 
Conſult we firſt th” all-ſceing pow'rs above, 
And the ſure oracles of righteous Jove. 
If they aſſent, ev'n by this hand he dies; 
It they forbid, 1 war not with the ſkies, 
He ſaid : The rival train his voice approv'd, 
And riſing inſtant to the palace mov'd. 
Arriv'd, with wild tumultuous noiſe they ſate 
Necumbent on the ſhining thrones of ſtate. 
Then Medon, conſcious of their dire debates, 
Irhe murd'rous council to the queen relates. 
Touch'd at the dreadtul ſtory the deſcends; 
ler haſty ſteps a damſel train attends. 
ull where the dome its ſhining valves expands, 
udden before the rival pow'rs ſhe (ſtands: 
nd veiling decent with a modeſt ſhade 
ler check, indignant to Antinous ſaid, 
O void of faith! of all bad men the worſt! 
nown'd for wiſdom, by th' abute accurſt! 
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Miſtaking fame proclaims thy generous mind! Ty 
Thy deeds de note thee of the haſeſt kind. Ir 
Wretch! to deſtroy a prince that friendſhip gives, Ix 
Whie in his gueſt his murd'rer he receives: a 
Nor dread ſuperior Jove, to whom belong | 

The cguſc of ſuppliants, and revenge of wrong. Ic. 
Haſt chou forgot, (ingrateful as thou art) | Iv! 


Who ſav'd thy father with a friendly part? 
Lawleſs he ravag'd with his martial powers 
The Taphian pyrates on Theſprotia's ſhores; 
Enrag'd, his life, his treaſures they demand; 
Ulytſes ſav'd him from th' avenger's hand. 
And would thou evil for his good repay? 
His bed diſhonour, and his houſe betray? 
Aſflict his queen? and with a murd'rous hand 
Deſtroy bis? — but ceaſe, tis l command. 
Far hence thoſe fears, (Eurymachus reply'd) 
O prudent prince{s! bid thy ſoul confile. 
Breathes there a man wh dares that hero ſlay, 
While 1 behold the golden !ight of day? 
No: by the righteous pow'rs of heav'n I ſwear, 
His blood in venyzcarce ſmokes upon my ſpear. 
Ulyfles, when my infant days I led, 
With wine ſuthc'd me, and with dainties fed: 
My gen'rous ſoul abhors th' ungrateful part, 
And my triend's fon lives deareſt to my heart. 
Then fear no mortal arm: it heav'n deſtroy, 
Ve mult reſign; for man is born to die 
Thus ſmooth he ended, yet his death conſpir'd: 
Then ſorron ing, with ſad ſtep the queen retir'd, 
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3 With ſtreaming eyes all comfortleſs deplor'd, 


ITouch'd with the dear remembrance of her lord; 
I Nor ceas'd, till Pallas bid her ſorrows fly, 
And in ſoft ſlumber ſeal'd her towing eye. 

And now Eumaevs, at the cv/ning hour, 

came late-returning to his ſyl-an bow'r, 

jbly ſſes and his ſon had dreſt with art 

Ja yearling boar, and gave the Gods their part, 

Holy repaſt ! that inſtant from the ſkies 
The martial Goddeſs to Ulyſſes flies: 

che waves her golden wand, and reaſſumes 

from ev'ry feature ev'ry grace that blooms; 

Ut once his veſtures change; at once ſhe ſheds 

lige o'er his limbs, that tremble as he treads. 

Leſt to the queen the ſwain with tranſport fly, 
nahle to contain th” unruly joy. 

I When near he drew, the prince breaks forth; proclaim 
hat tidings, friends? what ſpeaks the voice of fame? 
y, if the ſuitors meaſure back the main, 

Pr (till in ambuſh thirft for blood in vain ? 
Whether, he cries, they meaſure back the flood, 
Jr till in ambuſh thirſt in vain for blood, 
F'cap'd my care: where lawleſs ſuitors ſway, 
ny mandate born, my ſoul diſdain'd to ſlay. 

t from th? Hermaean height I caſt a view, 

here to the port a bark hign bounding flew; 

Fr freight a ſhining band: with martial air 

Ich pois'd his ſhield, and each aJvanc'd his ſpear ; 

if aright theſe ſearching eyes ſurvey, 

3 eluded ſuitors ſtem the wat'ry way. 
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The prince well pleas'd to diſappoint their wiles, 
Steals on his fire a glance, and ſecret ſmiles, 
And now a ſhort repaſt prepar'd, they fed, 
Till the keen rage of craving hunger fled: 
Then to repoſe withdrawn, apart they lay, 
And in ſoft ſleep forgot the cares of day. 


THE END OF THE SECOND VOLUME. 


